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	1. Chapter 1

_**So, I know this isn't the sequel to the recently completed story "The Dragon Boarder: Strangers". This is a story that I technically wrote three years ago. Right after the first ever Dragon Boarder. Originally called Redemption, I took it off for lack of viewers, and frankly, terrible grammar and plot. Over the years I've been refining it, and in most cases changing it. To be honest, it's still not done; but I plan on finishing it before too long.**_

_**I've always wanted to write this story. At this point, it does kind of grind against that which I stand for; magic fantasy, sci-fi, crazy stuff, etc. In short, this story takes place where dragons never left. They've been part of history forever! It also takes place slightly in the future. Like 5, 10 years ahead of now.**_

_**I personally hope you all enjoy this story, as it is one I've been working on for a long time. I still plan on writing the sequel to Strangers, but I needed a break from the Dragon Boarder series. As per usual, enjoy!**_

**Chapter One**

"There you are Hiccup!" Valka called out, seeing her son land Toothless near the blacksmith shop. She had spent the entire morning trying to find him.

"Hey mom!" Hiccup called out, smiling at her as he dismounted Toothless.

"Where've you been?" Valka asked, looking at Hiccup with concern "I haven't seen you all morning! You do remember that you still have to chief today right? The Drugsten family is having another dispute!"

"Ugh, add it to the list…" Hiccup groaned, shaking his head.

"Hiccup!" Astrid's voice called out, causing both him and Valka to turn and see an angry Viking girl. Wearing her hood, due to the cool north wind; and her fur gauntlets pulled up to cover more of her bare arms, Astrid stomped towards Hiccup. Giving him a glare that would frighten most dragons away, she stopped inches from his face, making him bend backwards to try and avoid her wrath.

"He…hey Astrid!" Hiccup's voice wavered, actually knowing why she was upset "How are you?"

"You left me again." She growled, not taking her eyes off of him "You said we'd leave first thing in the morning, and you know what? You never came."

"Ok, what's going on?" Valka asked, looking at Hiccup with a disapproving look.

"I...I uh, I have no idea what you're talking about Astrid!" Hiccup said, finally standing up normally. Grabbing Astrid's arms, he then said "How about you tell me about it while we walk to the Drugsten's farm. Ok?"

"Hic-Mpph!" Astrid tried to argue, only to have Hiccup cover her mouth with his hand.

"Come onnn Astrid!" Hiccup sang out of urgency, basically dragging her behind him.

"Hiccup!" Valka called out, watching her son leave. Sighing, she shook her head as he turned around a corner, dragging Astrid with him.

"Aye, he's just like Stoick. Hard headed and stubborn that one." Gobber said, walking next to Valka.

"Almost too much." She quietly added, staring at the corner where he stole Astrid. Turning to Toothless, who was inching closer to her, she then said "Come on Toothless. Let's have you help me get the young dragons to behave."

* * *

><p>"Mmp!" Astrid growled, shifting her head away from Hiccup's hand. Getting free, she then shouted "Of course you left last night! Your mom doesn't even know!"<p>

"That's why I wanted to talk to you alone!" Hiccup argued, looking at her with pleading eyes "If she finds out that we leave in the middle of the night to explore, I won't be able to do that anymore!"

"You mean when YOU leave in the middle of the night!" Astrid countered, folding her arms and narrowing her eyes at him.

"I know I should have grabbed you." Hiccup said apologetically "But you've been so tired lately that I thought that you'd like the sleep! So that's wh-"

"Why you left me." Astrid finished for him, pushing him slightly so that he began to walk. "Come on, let's go to the Drugsten's."

"Sorry Astrid, I just thought that you would like the break." Hiccup replied, rubbing the back of his head sheepishly, letting Astrid walk right next to him.

"Whatever Hiccup." Astrid huffed, shaking her head at the reason. After a few minutes of awkward silence, she then asked "How was Icicle Vale?"

"Cold." Hiccup replied, shivering at the thought of the place "But amazing at the same time. There were hundreds of ice caves to explore, which gives us more of a reason to go check it out soon!"

"So you can leave me again." Astrid chirped in, looking at him with an angry look.

"I won't! I promise that'll never happen again." Hiccup vowed, stopping in his tracks. Grabbing Astrid's arms, he looked at her in the eyes and very resolutely said "I'll never leave you again. Ever."

Smiling at his sincerity, Astrid then said "Good. I won't be so nice next time."

"You're the definition of nice." Hiccup teased, smiling back at her. Pulling her close, he leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead.

Smiling, Astrid then flipped the switch on his riding armor, opening the dorsal fin attached to his back.

"Astrid!" he whined, stepping back from her, looking down at the switch with a disappointed look "Again? You know how sensitive it is! I have recalibrate it everytime!"

"How did you fly this time?" she asked, ignoring his comment "Any close calls?"

"None!" Hiccup replied with a smile "It handles better in cold air! I was almost able to land myself!"

"Almost?" Astrid asked, raising an eyebrow at the word. Resuming the walk, she started to shake her head as he tried to explain.

"Well, still working on the self-landing." Hiccup replied sheepishly, following Astrid "I'm having the problem of when I slow down. I lose the wind that keeps me in the air, and I start to fall rather than glide."

"Have you ever considered that we're not meant to fly? I mean without dragons?" Astrid asked, looking at him with concern.

"I refuse to believe that." Hiccup answered, looking up at her with a serious expression "There's gotta be a way to figure this out."

"Hiccup, what if you get killed trying out your experiments?" Astrid asked, looking at him with concern "That's something to consider. You'd leave an entire village without a leader." Then, a lot softer, added "You'd leave me."

Hiccup sighed, knowing that Astrid was speaking the truth. Wrapping his arm around her, he then walked up a small hill with her, saying "I get what you mean Astrid. I do. But I think we should sit down and talk about this later rather than right now." Seeing the Drugsten's farm up ahead, he then said "I'll set aside some time tonight to talk. How about at the cove? I can bring some smoked salmon and bread if you bring the drinks?"

"I'll agree to that." Astrid replied with a smile "How about after your big council tonight? I can have Toothless ready when you're done."

"Sounds like a plan." Hiccup whispered, leaning in and kissing her on the forehead again.

Smiling, Astrid let Hiccup continue to walk towards the farm house. Shaking her head slightly, she couldn't help be feel proud of him. He was three times the Viking that she knew in the year's way back. Seeing Hiccup walk inside the door, she then turned and began her own path back to the village. Smiling with the thought of what to expect later that night, she couldn't help but feel excited to still get some alone time with him.

* * *

><p><em>'FAAAAAALLLLL!' <em>The music rang loudly in Talon's ears. His earbuds blasting away to cover up the noise that the gym made.

_'Now the darkness begins to rise; save your breath, it's far from over! Leave the lost and dead behind, Now's your chance to run for cover!'_

Talon's blood began pumping as he faced off with the punching bag that hang in front of him. Raising his taped and wrapped hands, he began to move towards it.

_'I don't want to change the world! I just want to leave it colder! Light the fuse and burn it up; Take the path that leads to nowhere.'_

Talon gritted his teeth as he began to mercilessly strike at the bag. Letting his body build up a small fury, his fists flew faster and faster as he focused on the center of the bag, letting it to begin to take from of an actual person.

_'All is lost again…but I'm not giving in!' _ The song sang out, seemingly causing Talon to feel the rage that grew out of nowhere. Bringing in his knee up, he then bashed his imaginary person with it; letting his imagination picture what the person's reaction would have been.

_'I will not bow! I will not break! I will shut the world away…'_ the song continued to ring in his ears. Each word added to his blood pumped rage. In his mind, the imaginary person took blow after blow from his fists and knees.

_'I will not fall! I will not fade! I will take your breath away! FAAAALLLLLL!'_ It rang louder. Roaring with the screaming in the song, Talon quickly spun around and brought his foot across the person's head. He watched as the person fell over, blood spewing out of his mouth. Hearing the song move onto the next verse, he quickly snapped back into reality. The punching bag was swinging wildly, due to the force of the kick.

Breathing heavily, Talon pulled out his ear buds and slowly walked towards where his gym bag was. This was his second time in the day where he went to the gym, and he still felt like he could spend another two hours working out.

"Damn! Don't mess with that kid!" a voice said to his right.

"You know who that is right? That's Admiral Coaber's kid. Talon." Another voice called out.

"You're kiddin'…the Admiral's kid?" the first voice said, surprised at the info "I'll be damned! I was thinking he was just a big sailor!"

Talon ignored the conversation, as he usually did. Sitting down at a bench, he unwrapped his hands and placed the used tape in his bag. Grabbing his water bottle, he looked up into a mirror in front of him. The teenager had short black hair, cut at military length. His strong, slender appearance showed that the gym was his lifestyle; and a few scars on his arms said that fighting was a hobby. His face had a solemn look on it, essentially signaling to anyone that he was a loner. Summed up; the five foot, ten inch, 18 year old looked mean.

After staring at himself for a few seconds, he then began to chug the drink. Letting the sweat roll down his face, he finally finished off his water. Dropping the water bottle in the bag, he then pulled out his sweatshirt and pulled it over him. Swinging his bag over his shoulders, he then began to walk out of the building. Opening the door, a gust of fresh, ocean air flooded his senses. Breathing it in for moment, he pictured himself that he was home, back in California; when everything was perfect. Before everything fell apart.

Now, now he was a survivor; a refugee. Displaced, relocated, and ironically lucky.

Sighing, he then began to jog down the street. Letting his muscles begin to cool down, he put his earbuds back in. Letting the music drown out the noise of the occasional passing car, he focused on the sidewalk as he let his mind think about home again.

Nine months. It's been nine months since he was displaced from his house. 8 months and two weeks when he became an only child to his dad. Shaking his head, he turned down another street, facing the ocean where a few naval war ships were stationed. Refocusing on keeping his pace, Talon looked up to see two jets fly over, flying alongside each other.

Watching the jets bank away, he then huffed to himself "And now I'm here. In Italy. In a military base. That belonged to what was formally known as the United States of America." Catching his breath, he turned right at another intersection.

Seeing his house come into view, Talon checked his speed. He was going way too fast for a cooldown, probably due to still feeling the rage he unleashed on the punching bag for the second time that day.

Glancing over at the bay, he suddenly saw two massive reptiles fly out of the ocean. Thunderdrums. Seeing them made Talon sick to his stomach, and fueled the rage that remained in him. He hated dragons. He hated that they existed, what they can be used for. They were the reason why he was now an only child. Turning away from two dragons, he focused on his house that was getting closer every second.

Finally running across the small lawn in front, Talon slowed down as he arrived at the door of his house. Opening it, he felt the cooling, refreshing air conditioned air rush onto his body.

"Ugh, 'bout time they fixed it." Talon grunted, relishing in the cold air and shutting the door. Walking to the kitchen, he sat this bag down as he opened up the fridge. Grabbing some milk, he then pulled out some yogurt. Walking to the counter, he set the food down and knelt down to grab a blender. Standing back up, he was shocked to see his dad sitting at the kitchen table, staring at him.

"Gah! Dad!" Talon gasped, realizing who it was "Didn't even say hi!"

Admiral Jason Coaber was Talon's dad, and was fleet admiral over the U.S Sixth Fleet. Wearing his uniform, with his hat resting on his knee, he had a serious, no nonsense demeanor about him; making him intimidating to be around if you didn't know him.

With a small, but serious smile, his dad then said "I wanted to see how long it would take for you to notice me."

"What are you doing here? Off early? Or a late lunch?" Talon asked, setting the blender down. Grabbing a container of protein powder, he began to open it up.

"Neither. I'm here for business." Jason announced.

Talon stopped working on his protein shake and stared at his dad. This was not normal. If his dad was here for business, he could only guess at what it was. Which he did anyways. "I told you dad. I don't want to go with you and the fleet." Talon said quickly "I want to stay here."

"To train yourself?" Jason asked, eyeing his son.

"To vent." Talon retorted back.

Shaking his head, Jason then said "Talon, I'm not leaving you with nothing to do when the fleet departs in two days."

"And your solution is?" Talon asked, his eyes narrowing "If I go with you, I'm limited with anything I do. It also delays me from signing up for the Marines."

"You have three options here." Jason began to say, standing up and walking over to Talon "You can apply to a few colleges around Europe, you can come with me and the fleet for the next 12 months, or you can go to D.R.A. I already have you signed up there."

"What!?" Talon recoiled back in shock "You're kidding right? You know exactly how I feel about training dragons!"

"Then I guess you'll be applying to a few colleges." Jason replied unsympathetically, staring at his son.

"You do realize that not a single college looked at me with my grades right?" Talon began to argue "There's no way I can get into a university here!"

"Then pack your bags. You're coming with me and the fleet." Jason answered with no emotion.

"Why is this suddenly important to you!? I'm planning on signing up in a month! A month of being alone won't get me in trouble!" Talon cried out, his temper beginning to rise.

"Watch your tone." Jason ordered, staring back at his son "I think you know why I'm doing this." Turning his back, he began to walk out the door. "Make sure you're packed."

Talon just glared at his dad as he walked out the door. Though he loved his dad, he also hated him. And frankly, it was truth that he knew why his dad was taking him. To not join up with the Marines and ultimately in the fight to take America back.

Shutting his eyes, he then stormed off to his room to go talk to someone who acted like a brother to him. Opening his laptop, he quickly opened up Skype and began to call his friend. Carter.

Letting it ring for a little bit, he took a second to look around his room. Simply decorated, all he had was a cheap dresser, that was already falling apart; a hand me down desk; and his bed. Other than that, he didn't have much. He was forced to leave their home in record time. In fact, he was one of the few lucky ones that had a small head start. As well as a military plane to fly away.

"Talon?" A voice came on, returning his attention to the screen.

"Carter!" Talon said out loud, smiling for the first time for a while. Seeing Carter's face on his screen brought him a peace that he couldn't explain. It was relieving.

"Hey buddy! How's it going?" Carter asked, a smile growing on his face. Scratching the back of his head, he then asked "Something on your mind?"

"How'd you know?" Talon asked sarcastically, rolling his eyes.

"Just a hunch. Your bro did the same thing when we were in basic together." Carter replied with a smile.

Hearing Carter talk about his brother made him cringe a little. Shaking his head, he then said "Been awhile since I've even talked about him."

"Why?" Carter asked, looking at Talon with concern.

"Just hard to." Talon replied simply.

"He was a hero, Talon. He needs to be talked about. He deserves it." Carter replied, a serious look on his face.

"Yeah, well, doesn't make it easier." Talon answered, looking down slightly.

Seeing that Talon was a little down, Carter then asked "So what's up? Got a problem?"

"You can say that." Talon answered, shaking his head "Technically, I have three. I just have to pick which one I want."

"Not often you get to pick." Carter observed, sitting back in his chair "Lay it on me."

"My dad's not letting me join the Marines when I was planning too." Talon began to explain "He's given me the choice of either going with him when the fleet leaves, applying and going to a college, and my personal favorite; go to the D.R.A."

"Wow. Didn't expect to hear that." Carter replied, looking at Talon in surprise "You said D.R.A? Like thee actual Dragon Riders Academy? Located on that island Berk?"

"The one and only." Talon huffed, shaking his head at the thought.

"Wow. Wait, do you actually have a spot there? They only allow like, 150 kids in a year." Carter asked, eyeing Talon.

"I'm just saying what my dad told me." Talon acknowledged, nodding to confirm it.

"Talon, if I had to guess, you called me for some help on deciding on what to choose, huh?" Carter said, leaning forward in his chair.

"That, and it's been awhile since we talked." Talon replied, putting a small smile on "Been meaning to ask you how Japan is treating you and the guys."

"Warm." Carter replied with a smile "I wish I transferred to the Marine base here long time ago! Cute girls, lots of seafood, and plenty of time to mess with the guys."

Shaking his head, Talon laughed quietly. He wished he could join the Marines. If it was up to him, he would have done it the moment he turned 18.

"So. Ready for my awesome words of wisdom?" Carter asked, looking at Talon with concern.

"As ready as I'll ever be." Talon huffed, sitting back in his chair.

"I know you're not going to like it, but you have to promise to hear me out before you protest. Got it?" Carter began to say, eyeing Talon carefully.

"Wow, I'm already not liking the sound of it." Talon replied, shaking his head.

"Promise?" Carter pressed again.

"I promise! Geez!" Talon answered, surprised by the firmness in Carter's voice.

"I think you should go to the D.R.A." Carter suggested simply.

"What!?" Talon shouted, staring at the screen.

"Hear me out." Carter quickly added "If you go with your dad, you'll be with him for the next 12 months, on a ship, unable to go anywhere. When you get back, it'll be another 5 to 6 months before you get into basic; due to the system being…complicated. If you choose go to college, it'll take 3 months to be accepted, let alone going for your first semester. You're honestly looking at a 13 to 18 months messing around with that before you can even think of signing up with the Corps."

Seeing where Carter was aiming at, Talon then finished for him saying "But if I go to the Academy…"

"You're there a year tops. Even with the delay of going to basic, you'll join the Marines sooner than any of the other options. And you're not cooped up on a ship, not seeing land for who knows how long." Carter explained "On top of that, you'll learn a lot about dragons. I mean, hell Talon, you'll get to train your own! You'll be more prepared to fight them than any other marine, soldier, airmen, or sailor!"

Talon thought about what Carter was saying, nodding slightly at it.

"When does it start?" Carter asked.

"Don't know. I'm sure my dad will tell me later tonight." Talon replied "Or when I tell him what I choose."

Nodding, Carter then turned to his side as if looking at something. Talon then heard a voice "Carter! Come on man, just go orders to meet up with CO."

"Be right there." Carter called out. Returning to the screen, Carter then said "Gotta go bud. I'll talk to you later."

"Sounds good Carter. Tell the guys hi for me." Talon replied with a smile. At that, Jackson's face appeared in the screen.

"Holy shit! If it isn't Jeremy's little bro! What's up Talon?" he shouted, smiling at seeing Talon.

"Not much Jackson!" Talon laughed, happy to see the hyper Jackson "Just catching up, that's all."

"Have a good one Talon!" Carter called, out, shaking his head as he pressed a button near his monitor.

Talon's screen then went blue, to which he shut his laptop. Looking out of his window and over the bay, he thought about the advice Carter gave him. He didn't want to, but what Carter said was true. He would have an edge in fighting dragons. More importantly, fighting The Deprived.

Sighing, he pulled out his phone and dialed his dad's number. Letting it ring, he continued to stare at the bay. Three Hobblegrunt's then flew over his window, causing him to get angry again. Trying to quell the sudden anger inside of him, he heard his dad's voice.

"Talon." He said simply, as he always talked.

"Dad." Talon replied "I think I've made a decision."

"Joining the Marines is out of the question." Jason said, as if expecting that kind of answer.

"As much as I'd love to argue that, I won't." Talon replied, rolling his eyes at his dad's answer "I made a choice of the three you gave me."

"Really?" Jason said with a slightly lighter tone. It wasn't often his voice softened up like that.

"Don't sound too happy." Talon joked, knowing he surprised his dad. Though his dad was always tough on him, he always knew that he cared for him. "I'd like to go to the Academy."

Jason's voice quickly coughed at hearing his son's answer. After a few seconds of silence, Jason then asked "Did I just hear you right? You want to go to the D.R.A.?"

"Yeah, I do. I think it'll help me the most with my future; that, and it's the shortest amount of time I have to spend before I sign up. Without being stuck on a tin can." Talon explained, being honest with his dad.

"I see…" Jason said quietly, seeing the reason "Will living with dragons be an issue for you? I know about your…problem with them."

"I'll be fine. Might actually help be able to tolerate them." Talon answered, laying down on his bed "Maybe."

"Talon." Jason began to say "I know you blame dragons for Jeremy's death. In fact they are responsible for it."

Talon's blood froze up. When his dad talked about Jeremy, he knew it was tough for him. He blamed himself for his oldest son's death.

"I just don't want you to take your anger out on the teachers and other students at the Academy." Jason continued "It was The Deprived. They killed Jeremy. Not wild dragons, and not the D.R.A. Understand?"

"Yes sir." Talon answered out of respect.

"I'll be having Dr. Granson, the director of D.R.A, send me reports about you if you do. I won't tolerate you venting your frustrations on others. Understand?" Jason continued to say.

"Dad. I completely understand." Talon said, getting a little irked at the instructions.

"One more thing." Jason added, which Talon let out a long sigh "I want you to work at being an asset there. I want you to be the best student. Will you promise me to give me your best?"

Surprised at the request, Talon took a second to answer. Finally, nodding with his response, he said "Of course dad. I always will."

"Good. You leave in two days with our fleet. We'll be sailing by, so you won't be going on the ferry. We'll drop you off with a Blackhawk." Jason began to explain "Get packed, get ready, and please, for your old man's sake; let your hair grow a little."

Laughing, Talon then replied with "Why? Jealous baldy?"

Laughing at the joke, Jason then said "I'll talk to you about the details tonight. Right now, get packed. We'll have to get you a suit tomorrow. It's a formal occasion the first day."

"Great." Talon huffed into the phone "On that note, I'll talk to you later dad."

"Sounds good Son. Bye." Jason said shortly, hanging up the phone.

Dropping his phone on his bed, he then sat up and looked out his window. In two days he'd be going where he thought he'd never go. It almost seemed unreal to him with how fast things changed. Shaking his head, he then whispered "Well…I guess Berk's going to be my home for the next 12 months. That was quick."


	2. Chapter 2

**So, I meant to put this in as a disclaimer in the first chapter, but this story will swear a little more than any of the other stories that I've written. The only reason for that is because of the culture that Talon was living in, and his personality. So, sorry about not warning you guys about that. Hope you enjoy what it's starting to become!**

**Oh, if you couldn't already tell, Talon is in a different time from Hiccup. Just FYI.**

_**Chapter Two**_

"Good evening mi' lady!" Hiccup said with a smile as Astrid opened the door. Bowing slightly at her, he then asked "How are you doing this cool, crisp night?"

"Better now, Hiccup." Astrid replied, equally cordial. Smiling at him she then asked "Finished chiefing for the day?"

"Not yet." Hiccup replied, guiding Astrid out of her house "I still have to visit with a young Viking lady tonight. In a remote location."

"Oh?" Astrid laughed, walking alongside of Hiccup; playing along "She must be a lucky girl."

Smile disappearing, Hiccup turned to face Toothless, who looked like he was big trouble. Looking up at him with big, wide eyes, the dragon seemed to ask for forgiveness. "She'd have been luckier if SOMEONE hadn't eaten all our smoked salmon!"

Laughing, Astrid then began to pet Toothless, saying "I think it's your fault Hiccup. Tempting him like that. How dare you!"

"Ugh, always the one blamed…" Hiccup groaned, looking up at the night sky. Smiling, he then asked "So, wanna take Stormfly? Or would you like to ride with me?"

"Stormfly's been busy today. Trying to help Valka teach the new Nadders that were born a few weeks ago." Astrid replied with a smile.

"Doubles it is then!" Hiccup exclaimed, happy that Astrid was riding with him. Climbing on Toothless, He then extended his hand out to her to help her on. Seeing that she was secure, Hiccup let Toothless launch into the air. "Glad we could make this work." Hiccup said with a smile "Been a crazy day."

"You know Hiccup, I'm sure if you actually spent an entire day chiefing, you'd get a lot more done." Astrid suggested "Instead of sneaking out to explore every night."

"I know…" Hiccup huffed "You're sounding like my mom."

"Just because we're both right." Astrid teased, smiling at him. Resting her head on his shoulder, she then asked "Still planning on leaving tonight?"

"Only if you're up to it!" Hiccup replied with a smile, turning to face her.

"Depends. Are you going to leave me again?" Astrid added, a mischievous grin growing on her face.

"Nope. In fact, I'm kidnapping you." Hiccup laughed, going along with the joke "We're actually going to the Icicle Vale as we speak!"

Gasping, Astrid looked around to see that Hiccup was flying along the shoreline, and heading out to open waters. "Well, I hope you brought the bread for our dinner. I'm a little hungry." She admitted, realizing that Hiccup had indeed kidnapped her.

"And some drinks." Hiccup smiled, returning his attention to what was ahead of him "I knew you'd forget."

"I didn't forget, I was distracted." Astrid defended, realizing she did indeed forget that she was in charge of bring some kind of drink.

"Don't worry Astrid. I left a basket of salted meat at Icicle Vale. Should still be there." Hiccup laughed.

Shaking her head, Astrid then said "Glad we could finally get some real alone time. Been awhile hasn't it?"

"Since we were basically invaded by Snotlout and the twins last time?" Hiccup answered "Yeah, this is nice."

Smiling, Astrid then wrapped her arms around Hiccup. Everything was right. After Drago had invaded Berk, with Hiccup and Toothless stopping him, it seemed that it would take years for everything to get back to normal. However, with Hiccup taking the mantel of being chief, he was getting a lot done; even when he snuck out to go explore.

Slightly shaking her head, she also looked forward as Toothless continued to fly onwards. The ride reminded her of when he first kidnapped her, when she discovered Toothless. The night, the silence of Toothless gliding, the first time she actually admitted to herself that she liked Hiccup.

Smiling at the memory, she hugged Hiccup tighter, bringing him closer to her.

"You warm enough, Astrid?" Hiccup asked, turning to look at her as she held him tighter.

"Plenty." Astrid smiled, returning his gaze "Just glad to be flying with you."

* * *

><p>Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump. The helicopter rotors kept on sounding off. Sitting in the back seat of the Blackhawk that was taking him to Berk, Talon kept on staring out of the window. In the short time he's been in the air, he's seen two Scauldron's, hundreds of Terrible Terrors, and a handful of Gronckles.<p>

"ETA, 20 minutes." His radio sounded off.

Turning to his left, he saw the officer that was in charge of escorting him until they arrived at Berk. Nodding, he then sounded off into his mic "Sounds good. You can take your time. I'm not terribly excited to get there."

Smiling, the officer then radioed "We are already going pretty slow. We're having to tail the ferry that's taking the other students. I guess it's a rule to arrive around the same time."

"Great." Talon huffed, returning his gaze to outside the window. Wearing his new black suit, with a white shirt and no tie, as he never had one before and refused to break his tradition of not wearing one; he felt uncomfortable in it. Usually he enjoyed wearing jeans and t-shirts. And only in jeans when he wasn't working out.

"Nervous?" The officer asked, looking back at Talon.

"A little." Talon answered, returning the gaze "Just with the dragons. I've seen what they can do to people."

Nodding, the officer then said "You'll be fine. These dragons won't be anything like what The Deprived use."

"I know, but they're still wild. So they're unpredictable." Talon continued to explain.

The officer could only nod, understanding that Talon still had reservations about dragons. His story was no secret, since everyone knew about the Admiral's loss of his son. It wouldn't be a surprise if Talon had the same, if not more, angry feeling than his father.

Trying to kill the anger that was starting to build up inside of him, Talon slowly looked down at his duffle bag and stared at his belongings. It was the only thing that was helping him really calm down. Loaded with all his clothes, as well as a container of protein powder; it had everything that he essentially needed and owned.

Suddenly a blur flew by his window, quickly catching his attention. The helicopter banked left, putting as much distance between the Nadder that randomly appeared.

"Damn! That dragon came close!" The co-pilot shouted into the radio.

"Weren't you watching the short-range radar? Keep your eyes on it!" The pilot shouted.

Looking at the officer, Talon then said "Suddenly got a lot more nervous."

Laughing, the officer assured him "Don't worry, you got the best helicopter pilot in the Sixth Fleet flying this bird."

"Thank ya' kindly." The pilot's voice sounded off in the radio "It'll take more than just a dragon to bring us down."

Talon smiled at the comradery, the feeling of being with a family made by the bleeding, sweating, and sharing the rough and easy times with each other. It was something he was longing for. Something he missed.

"Whoa…take a look at those…" The co-pilots voice sounded.

"Eyes on the damn radar, Jenkins!" The pilot shouted, causing Talon and the officer to laugh.

Talon looked out the window to see a massive rock pillar. The monolith was indeed impressive, rising out of the ocean and above the helicopter. Soon, more of them appeared. Some shorter, others even taller. Some even had massive arches, big enough that the helicopter could fly through. All of them had at least one tree growing on it, with a patch of grass. Essentially creating an island in its own right.

"You get to live here?" The officer asked, looking out of his side of the Blackhawk.

"Heh, I guess I do. It sure is amazing." Talon answered, gazing at one of the massive pillars that stood over the helicopter.

"Heh, hell chief, think they'd miss us if we decided to stay?" The pilot asked flying around another pillar, making sure he was still tailing the ferry.

"I think they'd miss the chopper, not us." The officer joked, laughing into his mic.

"Approaching helicopter." The radio sounded off "This is Berk control tower. Please identify yourself."

"Copy control. This is Cradle One, of the United States of America Navy Sixth Fleet." The pilot answered "We're transporting a future student to your Academy."

After a few seconds of silence, the tower then said "You are cleared to pull ahead of the ferry and land at the designated landing zone, Cradle One."

"Affirmative, control; heading to marked location. Cradle One out." The pilot sounded, accelerating the helicopter to overtake the ferry.

"Be advised Cradle One. We have a line of helicopters coming behind you. Please be quick at dropping off the student." The tower radioed.

"Copy control. Cradle One out." The pilot repeated. Turning to face both Talon and the officer, he gave them a thumbs up and said "So Talon, have you ever been on a Blackhawk going as fast as it can?"

"Nope. Can't say that I have." Talon replied, letting a smile grow on his face "Mind showing me?"

"I was planning on it without your permission! The pilot laughed, pushing down on something. "Stay on the radar Jenkins."

The already accelerating helicopter then went even faster, pushing Talon back into his seat. Smiling at the boost of speed, he looked out his window to see them fly by the ferry. He could see all kinds of kids lined up on the deck. All of them were taking pictures of either the monoliths that stood out of the sea, or the massive Blackhawk helicopter, finally passing them.

"Lots of kids on that ship. Think you'll meet someone you'll like?" The officer asked, looking over at Talon.

"Probably. But not enough to make me change my mind." Talon answered, not taking his eyes away from his window.

"Marines, right?" the officer asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Yup." Talon answered, turning to face the officer.

"Can I ask why Marines and not the Navy, like your dad?" The pilot asked over the radio.

"My brother was a Marine." Talon answered simply "I want to join the same brotherhood that he was in."

The officer could only nod, realizing the personal commitment that Talon had. "Hell of a reason Talon. That alone should be enough of a motivator to get you through Basic."

Talon nodded. Turning out to face out the window, he then thought to himself "To join the same brotherhood AND to avenge him. I'll make sure I'm part of the first men taking back our land…"

"Hey! There it is!" the pilot's voice sounded into his ears.

Unbuckling himself, he then crawled over to look out of the front of the Blackhawk. Sure enough, there was Berk. There were three main buildings, surrounded by a series of other smaller ones. Two of them were four stories tall and looked like apartment complexes. The third was large, rectangular building. Excluding the buildings, two massive doors were built into the mountain behind Berk, which was probably the historic Great Hall that was preserved. The docks were scrambling with people, ready to receive the ferry that was only minutes out.

Feeling the helicopter decelerate, Talon felt a gust of wind enter the bay where he was. The pilot had opened the doors, allowing him to get out when they touched down; as well as offering a full visual of Berk. Below him, was a large field with a massive H painted in it, designating it as the landing spot for the helicopters. Talon quickly grabbed his duffle, while holding onto the bar outside of the copter. His radio went off with the officer's voice, saying "Let's make this the fastest drop off they've ever seen. Ready to hit the ground running?"

"I was hoping you would ask!" Talon shouted, turning and smiling at the officer. Then, looking outside and seeing the grass get closer, he added "Thanks for the lift! Much appreciated."

"No problem and God speed!" The officer shouted, blades of grass now flying around them.

Seeing the helicopter drop to where it was five feet from the ground, Talon let go of the bar and dropped out. Landing on his feet, he then began to jog away, to which the helicopter increased its speed and rose in elevation. Turning to watch the helicopter fly away, Talon waved good-bye, even though he knew they wouldn't see him.

"Hey kid! Over here!" a person shouted, waving him to come over.

Talon obeyed, walking towards the person.

"That was quite a show! Never seen a military aircraft drop off a student." The person said in a thick Scottish accent, smiling at Talon as he got closer "Let alone let the student jump out of it while it was still moving. Usually parents want to take their time to say good-bye!"

"My dad couldn't come." Talon replied simply "Had me dropped off by one of the pilots."

"American!" The person happily said "Been awhile since we've had one of you come here!"

Talon's face darkened, knowing why no American's have been able to come. Shortly, and rather bluntly, he then explained "Could be because of The Deprived. You know, just pushing most of American's out from their homes or capturing them. Even executing them." He was already missing the officer and the pilots company.

Realizing that he had offended Talon, the person quickly said "I'm sorry! I didn't mea-"

"It's alright." Talon lied, looking around "Just tell me where to go."

"Uh, sure!" The staff member said, grabbing his tablet. Pressing a few things on his screen, he then asked "Name?"

"Talon Coaber." He replied, checking his grip on his duffle.

"Alright Talon…interesting name by the way." The person began to say, tapping wildly on the screen. Smiling, he looked up at him and said "You're checked in for the next 12 months! Welcome to the Dragon Rider Academy!"

"Thanks. Where do I go?" Talon asked, staring down the staff employee.

"Uh, to the Great Hall. The two wooden doors into the mountain." The person answered, realizing Talon really wasn't in the mood to talk. Grabbing an ID tag, he handed it to Talon and said "Keep this with you at all times. It's you lunch pass, dinner pass, access key to your room, and helps up keep tabs on you."

"A tracker?" Talon asked, slipping the ID over his head.

Shrugging the person explained "More or less. It's just for us to make sure that kids don't go and try to train their own dragons before they're taught too."

Slightly nodding to indicate that he understood, Talon began to walk towards the Great Hall.

"Uh, hold on sir." The staff member called out. Reaching for his bag, he then said "We'll take your bag to your room."

Reluctantly, he let go of his bag. He hated when he had to part with his stuff, especially when he had stuff that was irreplaceable. "Be careful with it. I've got a lot of memorabilia in here."

"Don't worry sir. We're always careful." The person replied with a smile "Go ahead and head to the Great Hall. That's where they're having an orientation for all the students."

Nodding, Talon turned and walked towards the Great Hall. Walking on a concrete pathway, he came to a point to which he stopped and looked down. The ferry was now arriving, and the dock workers were scrambling around, making sure that it would be a flawless arrival.

After watching the ferry for a minute, Talon resumed his walk towards the Great Hall. A few staff members greeted him. Returning a wave here and there, he didn't realize how much he might hate it here. 12 months may be shorter than trying to find a college, but it probably would FEEL shorter than being here. Especially since he had no friends to begin with.

"Thanks Carter…" he huffed sarcastically, arriving in a restored, old village square "Really helped me out here."

Arriving at the steps that led to the Great Hall, he looked over as saw a massive stone statue. The statue was that of a man, with a massive stone axe and huge beard that went down to his chest. Pulled by it for some reason, he walked to the plaque that was at the base of it, and read:

_'Stoick the Vast; A warrior, a husband, a father, a friend. Died saving his son Hiccup, the Dragon Master and founder of the Dragon Academy.'_

"Stoick huh?" Talon whispered, looking back up at the behemoth statue. "Had a son named Hiccup…"

Though he wanted to laugh at the name, he had a feeling come over him that strangely calmed him. For some reason, this was meant to be respected. Treated with reverence. Realizing that it was a memorial for a man who had fallen in battle, Talon rested his hand on the statue. Having a moment of silence, he then turned and began to hike up the stairs.

"Oh my!" A short, bigger woman called out with a British accent, seeing Talon halfway up the stairway "A student already! The first one!"

Arriving to the woman, Talon couldn't help but smile at the energy she had. Her wide, excited smile seemed to be contagious, even for him. Extending his hand out to her, he introduced himself. "Talon Coaber."

"Coaber?" the woman asked, raising an eyebrow "Your father wouldn't be Admiral Jason Coaber, would he?"

"Yes ma'am." Talon replied, bowing his head slightly to confirm his answer "Sent me here to keep me out of trouble I guess."

Laughing, the lady grasped Talon's hand with both of hers, swallowing it in their grasp. "I'm Dr. Elizabeth Granson. Director of D.R.A."

"Aaaahhhh…" Talon replied, putting the name and the face together "You're the one who's supposed to keep tabs on me."

"That's what I promised your dad." Dr. Granson replied with a smile "But I don't think you'll give me any trouble, am I right?"

"Not intentionally ma'am." Talon answered, his smile growing bigger. "Thank you for letting me come."

"My pleasure." Dr. Granson replied "Your father didn't give me details, and I don't want to know; but he said you both had a…very negative experience with dragons."

Frowning, Talon only nodded "Well, we can start with The Deprived attacking and conquering most of America."

Stopping him, Dr. Granson quickly said "I don't want to open up any wounds that may still be fresh." Patting his hand, she then added "I just want to assure you that we will change your feelings about dragons. We can't replace what happened to you, but we can give you a better experiences with them."

Forcing a smile, Talon nodded and thanked her "Thanks Dr. Granson. Means a lot to me, and I can promise you, my dad as well."

Smiling at him, she then turned to two other co-workers that stood next to her. "Talon, this is Professor Henry Richards, my advisor. Next to him is Dr. Yvonne Croeliski.

"Greetings, Mr. Coaber." Professor Richards said loudly, also in a British accent. Extending his hand towards him, he added "I'm your basic teacher in approaching and training dragons.

"Professor." Talon said sharply, shaking his hand.

"Welcome to Berk!" Dr. Croeliski also greeted loudly, in a Russian accent. "I am the chief historian here for the D.R.A. Though it is hard for me to call it that. It will always be called Berk to me."

"Pleasure meeting you as well." Talon replied cordially.

"Please, go on in and help yourself to any of the food." Dr. Granson said, gently pushing Talon through the massive doorway "The orientation won't be starting until the rest of the students arrive."

"Thank you Doctor." Talon replied. Turning to the others, he added "Pleasure meeting you."

"Likewise." Professor Richards answered, smiling at Talon.

Looking down below, Talon could see a line of people begin to emerge. The ferry had indeed dropped its load off and everyone was making their way towards the Great Hall. There was now a line of helicopters in the sky, waiting for permission to land and drop off their students.

Shaking his head, grateful that he got a head start in front of everyone, Talon turned and walked into the massive room. Tables were set up with white clothes that had the Berk Crest embroidered into them. Plates were set with the finest silverware and fancy glasses. The Great Hall still had a ton of its old fire pits and tapestry's; at least if they weren't original, they were really good replica's.

Taking in the sight as he walked, he placed himself at a table that was a little out of the way, but not where he would be an outcast.

Sitting himself down, Talon noticed a card placed on his plate. Looking at it, it had a selection of food to circle. Smiling, he drew his pen out and circled 12oz. steak, with some mashed potatoes. He also circled a salad under the options. "That's pretty much American right there." He whispered to himself, setting the card down on his plate.

One by one, people started to trickle in. Some sitting together, others sitting alone and randomly around. As the Hall filled with people, the noise of chatter began to get louder.

It didn't take long for the empty spots on tables to disappear, forcing those that were behind to sit with strangers or to be separated from their friends. Talon scooted over for a kid that looked nervous about trying to sit near someone.

"Come on, you look like you've been on your feet for a while." He said, gesturing for the kid to sit next to him. He guessed that he couldn't be older than 17.

"Oh. Thanks." The kid said quickly. Sitting next to Talon, he noticed the card on his plate. Looking at it, he then frantically searched himself. Turning to Talon, he then asked "Uh, do you have a pen I can borrow?"

"I have a pen. But you can't borrow it." Talon said sternly, scowling at the kid.

"Oh. Sorry…" the kid said, quickly looking away from Talon.

"I'm kidding." Talon quickly said, seeing the kid believe him. Handing his pen to the kid, he asked "Did you not grow up with sarcasm?"

"Uh, not really." The kid answered, taking the pen and returning his attention to the card.

Shrugging, Talon looked up to see a group of girls sit across the table from him.

"Hello there!" one of the girls said, smiling at Talon. She sounded like she had a British accent, but not really. It took Talon for a second to recognize it as Australian.

"Afternoon." Talon answered back.

"Feels good to finally sit down, huh?" The girl sighed, obviously grateful for a moment to rest.

"Heh, I've been sitting most of the day." Talon answered, smiling at the girl. She wore a pony tail in her dirty blonde hair. She wore black business slacks with a black suit coat, the same as Talon's.

"Really? Where were you on the ferry to get a seat? Were you lucky enough to get inside before the crowds came?" she asked, looking at him curiously.

Smiling, he shook his head "I was in the helicopter tailing the ferry most of the way. The Blackhawk." He explained "Been here for a while."

"That was you?" The girl exclaimed. Turning to her two friends that were sitting next to her, she then said "We were wondering who was in that."

"Can I ask who were you expecting?" Talon asked, letting a relaxed smile grow on his face.

"Well to be honest, a soldier." The girl answered sheepishly, slightly looking down from Talon.

One of her friends then piped in, saying "But you're a pleasant surprise!" At that, she winked at him.

Smiling, Talon then asked "So what are your names?"

"Sadie Bryson." The central girl said, smiling at Talon.

"Rebecca Mansfield." The girl who flirted with him answered.

"Tracey Mobley." The third one finished up with, writing on the card in front of her.

"So, that's our names." Sadie said, looking at Talon with an approving look "What's yours?"

"Talon Coaber." He answered, smiling back at Sadie.

"Hmmm…" Sadie said, her eyes narrowing at him "You're an American aren't you?"

Nodding, Talon answered "Nailed it. Not hard to figure out huh?"

"Not really." Sadie admitted, but quickly added "But I'm sure it was easy to figure out where I'm from."

"Australia?" Talon asked, raising an eyebrow with his answer.

"Pretty easy huh?" Sadie laughed, shaking her head at the game they were playing.

"I guess so." Talon agreed. For the first time since a long time, he finally felt relaxed. Coming here might actually be a good thing.

"So, tell us what an American is doing here?" Rebecca asked, eyeing Talon eagerly.

Looking at the girls, he then explained "I was forced to."

"Forced? Don't really hear that as a reason to come here." Sadie observed, her interest perked at his answer. Looking at him curiously, she asked "Can I ask why?"

Sighing, Talon quickly said "I can give you the short version."

"Sure, that sounds fine." Sadie replied, shifting herself on the bench she was sitting on.

"My dad didn't want me to join the military, and so he gave me three options. Go to college, spend the next 12 months with him on a ship, or come to the D.R.A. I chose the third option since it was the shortest amount of time required before I'm able to sign up."

Sadie looked at Talon with concerned eyes, picking his explanation apart in her head. Slowly, almost cautiously, she asked "Do you want to join the army to fight The Deprived?"

Talon's blood froze. Taking shorter breaths to try and quell the hate building up in him, he quickly looked away. After a few seconds of quick meditating, he turned back to Sadie and said "Actually, the Marines. And yes, that's exactly why." Then in a gruffer tone, said "Can we pass on that subject at least?"

Seeing that Talon was bugged, Sadie quickly said "Yes! Of course! I'm sorry that I brought it up."

"Don't be." Talon replied quickly, looking down at the table "It's just something I'm still trying to deal with."

"I understand." Sadie whispered quietly. After a few awkward seconds, she then asked "So Talon, what kind of dragon do you want to train?"

"Don't know. Haven't given it much thought." Talon answered, shrugging as he did so. Looking at Sadie, he asked "What about you? What are you wanting to train?"

"I'm torn between a Deadly Nadder, a Scuttlecllaw, or a Changewing." She replied, smiling at the question.

"I know about…one of those dragons." Talon admitted "I honestly don't know much about them."

"Well, you're lucky to be here then." Sadie replied with a smile "That's the entire purpose of the D.R.A., to teach people about dragons and how to train them!"

Smiling, Talon then shrugged as he said "Lucky me then."

"Good afternoon everyone!" Dr. Granson's voice shrieked throughout the Hall, causing everyone to cover their ears in pain. Even Talon couldn't prepare himself for the ear splitting squeal. "Welcome to your first day at the Dragon Riding Academy. We hope that your trip faired you well."

"Some better than others." Sadie teased, glancing over at Talon.

Forcing a smile, Talon just shrugged. He was still thinking about how much he'd rather be joining the Marines, being instructed by the sergeants, working together with other recruits to overcome challenges and obstacles. Here, he was actually more out of his comfort zone. The kindness, the people, even the food. It was all something that Talon felt like he didn't deserve. On top of that, he was still in his suit.

"Now, if you haven't filled out your card with what you would like for dinner, please do so now. We're going to splitting you all up into groups to take you all on a tour of Berk. When we come back, we'll have dinner, have a few professors instruct you with some of the basics, and then help you all find your dorm rooms. Tomorrow will be when we assign you classes." At that, Dr. Granson clapped her hands into the microphone, making most kids jump at the thunder like sound "Alright everyone! File out back down the stairs outside and we'll sort you into groups."

Talon and Sadie stood up and began to walk out. Sadie, making sure she stood next to Talon, asked "Would you mind if we tried to get into the same group?"

"Not at all. I have a feeling I'm going to have questions that only you could really answer." Talon replied, nodding at Sadie.

Smiling, Sadie then said "I'd be more than happy to help."

Talon, not saying anything, just nodded; then placed his arm behind her and coaxed her to step forward. Letting her walk out of the Great Hall first, he then smiled as she walked by. Grateful to have someone that was willing to be patient with him, he couldn't help but feel incredibly lucky that she sat across from him.

Arriving at the bottom of the stairs, they were actually separated into different groups. Talon, however, quickly ignored his instructions and snuck over to the group Sadie was in.

"Rebel." Sadie teased, surprised to see him stand near her.

"Nah, just American." Talon joked with.

"Ok everyone, eyes up front!" Professor Richards' voice shouted, causing everyone to look ahead. Their group was about the size of 20 people, enough to be where the chatter was loud enough to be annoying.

"Our first stop is our very own dragon hospital. Stay close and I'll tell you some facts about it as we move along." He continued to say, turning around and walking to the large, rectangular building.

Talon walked step for step with Sadie, not wanting to be separated from her. Approaching the building, he then heard Richards say "The Dragon Hospital was actually Dr. Croeliski's idea. She gave us examples of Hiccup and his legendary dragon Toothless. As most of you know, Toothless lost his tail, which Hiccup was able to create a prosthetic for; and with his help, was able to let Toothless fly again. This hospital is designed specifically for dragons that can't make it on their own. Whether they be blind, lame, unable to function normally, or like Toothless; missing a crucial component that allows them to fly."

Walking through the doorway, Talon let Sadie go first, just like when they left the Great Hall.

"Thank you Talon." Sadie said, smiling at him.

Just nodding, Talon quickly followed behind her and whispered "So, Toothless? Who's he supposed to be?"

Shocked, Sadie looked at him and asked "You really don't know anything about dragons do you?"

"Only what they can do." Talon quickly replied "Pretend I know absolutely nothing about them. Because that's about where I'm at."

Nodding, Sadie then explained "Toothless was the first dragon trained. Ever! By Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third."

"Long name." Talon huffed, rolling his eyes.

"I can explain more when we're not disturbing anyone." Sadie replied, catching an angry glance from another student.

As Richards led the group through the maze of hallways, Talon stared into the rooms as they passed by. Dragons that weren't being checked up on, were either sleeping, or eating.

"Now that's the life." Someone whispered, seeing a Gronckle eating a metric ton of rocks.

"We actually have a special treat." Richards voice rang out, grabbing everyone's attention "As you know, Toothless was one of the few Night Fury's ever discovered. We don't know if they are like the Screaming Death, where one is born every hundred years, or if it's something more special than that." Walking through a doorway, he allowed everyone to step through. Gesturing to his left, he then said "But we're lucky enough to have found one here."

Everyone gasped as they saw behind a glass wall, a black, sleek looking dragon; laying down with its back turned to them.

"I'm training that one!" someone shouted, obviously excited to see a Night Fury. This instantly started an argument between the students, which Talon and Sadie ignored.

Talon stared at the sleek dragon, not entirely impressed with it. Mainly because he didn't know how rare it was to see a Night Fury. Then something caught his attention. He could see its right wing, as it was laying down on it; but where its left wing should have been, was just a stub.

"Professor." Talon called out loudly, causing everyone to turn to look at him. Pointing at the Night Fury, he then asked "That…that Night Fury is missing a wing. The left one."

Richards face darkened as everyone gasped and began to chatter incessantly. Raising his hands to silence everyone, he then said "Yes, good observation Mr. Coaber."

"He knows your name!?" Sadie whispered out of surprise.

"We met before." Talon replied simply, shrugging at the thought.

"You see, the D.R.A. aren't the only ones that teach how to train dragons." Richards began to say, pulling everyone's attention "Unfortunately, the terrorist group, The Deprived do as well. When we found this Night Fury, he was beaten, starved, and ultimately had his wing cut off. We don't have any proof, but we strongly suspect that it was a Deprived rider that tried to train this amazing dragon. When he learned he couldn't, we figured he took out his anger on the Night Fury."

At that, all the kids began to comment on how disgusting The Deprived were, and how they were all going to show them what a real trainer could do.

Richards then shouted, getting all their attention back. "Let's move on. Next is our rehabilitation program, where we prepare dragons to return to the wild."

Talon felt everyone walk past him. He just stared at the Night Fury, still unmoving. He didn't know what, but he could feel something emit from the dragon. Something that felt familiar.

"Come on Talon, I don't want to be left behind." Sadie whispered, pulling Talon away from the Night Fury.

"Sure, sure…" Talon replied, finally walking with her. Jogging to catch up to the group, he couldn't help but feel haunted by the feeling he got from it. He felt…hated.
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_**Chapter Three**_

"Give me an ETA!" Commander Anarcia shouted, standing in front of a massive screen that had a map of New York City on it.

"Five minutes and counting sir!" Someone's voice shouted.

Nodding, he then asked "How are we doing controlling those firefights?"

"We control 70% of the city sir. But we still don't have control of the Statue of Liberty yet." An officer shouted.

"What do we need to punch through today?" Anarcia demanded, looking at the young officer that reported to him.

Looking at him with an apologetic look, the officer said "For today? A miracle sir. The remaining American forces have a gun boat positioned there with multiple heavy machine gun placements. They have two light tanks that are repelling any attempt to cross over. Our artillery can't get them with the buildings in the way, and we can't hit them accurately with our tanks. Plus, our fleet is still 8 hours away with the chance of being intercepted."

"What about our helicopters? Our fighters?" Anarcia asked.

"They already shot down one of our attack choppers, and our fighters are busy combating their air strikes and repelling their armor." The officer informed, looking at a screen.

"Grrrr…" Anarcia growled, looking back up at the screen. Seeing the dot come closer, he then whispered "He's going to use this to prove the strength of him and his riders."

"We have a visual!" Someone shouted.

"How many?" Anarcia asked, starting to walk out of the command room.

"Couldn't count. My guess, all of them." The person shouted, returning his attention to his screen.

"Fantastic." Anarcia growled, walking towards the entrance of the building. The large general had a tattoo sleeve up his right arm. His hair was white, styled with a flattop. His presence demanded one's respect, which he got as he continued to walk in between soldiers and Intel officers; who saluted him as he walked by.

Walking out of the doors of the hotel they took over, he looked around to see the smoke filled sky. Having pushed to New York with his own blitzkrieg strategy, he was able to divide most of the American forces from each other. More importantly, he stopped most, if not all supply lines. With his forces constantly being refreshed from the southern countries of South America and support from captured citizens, he was wearing down the American military that remained in their country. He has indeed suffered losses, but they've suffered more in regards to leaders and communications, allowing him to be able to strike at their bases and fortifications more effectively. On top of that, he was using a weapon of war that hasn't been used in a long time; dragons. Able to slip past most deep scanning radars, they could strike with high speeds to wreck a place, and get out before their targets could figure out what hit them. Once considered obsolete when the modern age came to be, they were now finding themselves useful again.

Frowning, he then whispered "All thanks to that maniac…" Looking at the blood red sky, he saw a large group of dragons, circling overhead. It was a mix'n'mash of them; but most were riding Zipplebacks, others were riding Nightmares.

But there, in the center of the group, and heading straight for him, was their leader; also being the icon of The Deprived. Nicknamed the Skull King, no one actually knew his name, except for maybe his dragon, named Anguish. Anguish, was a Boneknapper, and a big one at that. It had a nasty habit of randomly killing anyone that got to close, or dragon for that matter.

Watching the Skull King land on the ground, creating a shockwave due to the speed he landed at, Anarcia stared at the skeleton armored man as he dismounted from his dragon. Not actually made of a skeleton, his armor was styled after it. Built by the strongest composites known; during testing, it took a .50 caliber bullet and only shattered the armor, still able to protect its wearer. It was indeed tank armor for a human. His helmet was that of a skull, made from the same stuff. His coal black eyes were the only visible feature of his face.

"Commander." King greeted, walking up to Anarcia. Though he didn't officially hold a military ranking, he was treated as an equal to him.

"King." Anarcia returned, turning to walk with him.

"We came as soon as we finished razing Fort Knox." King began to say, forcing Anarcia to speed up to keep his pace "The gold is being transported by your 23rd Armored Division. Escorted by all my Nadder riders."

"Going back down to Central Command?" Anarcia asked.

"As ordered." King replied "My riders will stay with them until they arrive at the Mexican border. Then your convoy will be safely out of reach from any kind of United States Forces, while my riders return."

"Good. You haven't failed The Deprived, as is expected." Anarcia said, walking down the hallway.

"Yes, but now I must talk about what we expect of The Deprived." King said, staring coldly at Anarcia.

"Now?" Anarcia asked, looking up at King "I'm currently in the middle of a battle."

"Now, commander." King pressed, hinting that it wasn't a matter for debate.

Sighing, Anarcia beckoned him to follow. "Fine King, let's make this quick. I still have to take control of New York City."

King didn't say anything, but followed the commander into a conference room that was converted into an intelligence room. Closing the doors behind them, he then said "Commander, you would agree that my riders and I have done everything that you've asked us; correct?"

Nodding, Anarcia agreed "Yes, that would be accurate."

"Then why haven't you held up any of your agreements?" King asked, his eyes narrowing in his skull helmet "My men have risked their lives on countless occasions, to give you and your forces an upper hand. We've even conquered bases where we shouldn't have been able to win. And yet, my simplest request hasn't even received a hint of attention. We agreed to help The Deprived only because you assured us that you would help us accomplish our goals."

"First off King, let's be clear on this." Anarcia quickly piped in "I haven't forgotten what was promised. Second, I'm currently unable to do anything as we speak. I risked a lot of forces; lost a lot of forces, pushing to get this corrupted, piece of trash of a city. But, by doing so, I divided the opposition into two; I have both of my best generals fighting the fronts and cutting off most supply routes from their manufactures and fuel suppliers. They are currently evacuating Florida with extreme haste!" Squaring up to King, he then added "Thanks to you and your riders, I'm able to do that. But I'm still unable to allow you to take leave and go off on your little adventure, when I still only control about half of the eastern seaboard."

King didn't say anything at first, but just continued to glare at Anarcia. After a few moments of silence, he then said "Commander. With what little respect that I have left for you, I decline any current and future orders."

"What!?" Anarcia shouted, a vein bulging out of his neck.

"Until you start fulfilling your promises you made to us, we are no longer bound to your command." King continued, turning to walk out of the room.

"King, hold on." Anarcia ordered, grabbing his shoulder plate.

King whirled around, extending a hidden blade built into his forearm guard. Aiming it at Anarcia's chest, he then said "Don't do that. And don't expect me to listen to what you have to say."

"Are you really willing to do this? Do you really want to walk out now? You still need The Deprived to help you. We both know that." Anarcia growled, not fazed by the threat.

"If you're trying to justify that you're important in our agreement, don't. I can find others to help us. You know that Anguish can destroy this building with ease. He's taken a tank shell before, and flew away just fine." King answered "So yes, I'm willing to do something to get me and my men's promises fulfilled."

"Fine…" Anarcia growled "I'll have your equipment transported here. When it arrives, I'll let you use any building that you require to test your project."

"And then?" King asked, his black eyes not changing in demeanor.

"Then you can have your damn ship. We should be in control of most of the eastern coast by then." Anarcia growled "But be warned King…The United States still has a few fleets to counter us. I can't guarantee that everything will go according to plan."

"For your sake commander, it better." King growled, retracting his blade "It's our turn to enjoy the reaping's of war." Turning, he began to walk out of the room.

"So, you're still going to refuse orders?" Anarcia asked, hate coursing through his body.

"Only if you don't fulfill what you just said you would do." King announced "Oh, my men are already attacking the Statue of Liberty. That'll be our base of operations. Your welcome." At that, he disappeared into the hallway, leaving Anarcia to brood in his anger.

"Damn maniac…" he whispered, shaking his head. Walking out of the room, he turned the opposite way from King. If only he hadn't depended on him so much, would he not have been in that position to begin with. Shaking his head angrily, he walked into the command room and ordered one of his officers "Send word to the Panama Command Center to send the Convoy XC4."

"XC4 sir?" The officer asked, looking up at Anarcia with confusion.

"Yes. Convoy XC4. Do I need to repeat myself?" Anarcia growled, looking at the main screen.

"No sir; just…never heard of it. It's not in our database." The officer quickly replied, clicking furiously on his screen.

"It's the Skull King's convoy. Just make sure it starts to come this way. Escort it with a light armor division." Anarcia shortly explained "Now, pull all assets we have out from around the Statue of Liberty, and start focusing on placing those units in areas where the heaviest firefights are occurring. I want to start pushing them out of the city. Remember to round up any civilians and send them down to our collection camps."

"Yes Commander." The officer replied.

* * *

><p>Talon continued to walk down the hallway with all the other boys. After dinner, and the longest orientation meeting he ever sat through, they were finally able to go to their dorm rooms. Looking down at his pass, he read: 'Floor 0, Hallway 5, Room 3'<p>

"Ground floor." Talon smiled. Glad that he didn't have to climb any stairs to get to his room. Turning down Hallway 5 with a much smaller group of guys, he watched everyone, knowing that one of these people were going to be his roommate for the next 12 months. It didn't take him long to find his room, as it was just the third room down the hall. Surprised that his roommate wasn't there, he simply shrugged and scanned his pass in front of the door. A beep sounded and a mechanical lock retracted. Opening the door, he found himself staring at a single room, about 20 feet long and 15 feet wide. On both sides of the room was a single bed. Next to each of the beds, were two closets. Next to those were desks with a padlocked drawer; for their personal possessions.

"Heh, well bigger than what I would have had if I went with dad." Talon whispered, walking in and leaving the door open. Seeing his duffle bag on the floor, next to two bigger suitcases, he picked it up and set it on the bed on the right side of the room. Turning, he then focused on the padlocked drawer. On the back of the lock was his combination. Looking at it, he quickly opened it and found that it was completely clean, as expected.

Taking a deep breath, he turned to see another group of kids walk past the room, all talking and joking with each other.

Frowning, he then walked to his bag and began to unpack it. Pulling out all his clothes, he looked to see his photo album and laptop on the bottom. Setting the clothes on his bed, he sat down and opened up the album. The front page was a picture of him, his brother in his Marine Dress Uniform, and his dad in his Navy Dress Uniform. This was taken at Jeremy's graduation ceremony when he passed Boot Camp.

Shaking his head, he turned the page to show two pictures; one was of his mom holding him when he was born. Sadly, she passed away giving birth to his little sister, who also didn't make it. Below that was a picture of him and his brother posing with their new hunting rifles that they received for Christmas. Laughing, Talon remembered that day when Jeremy helped him sight it in. He wished he could have brought it with him when he was dragged away from his home when The Deprived attacked.

Suddenly, his thoughts were interrupted by a light knocking sound. Looking up, he saw a skinnier kid. Maybe a little older than him. Having brown hair, combed in a professional way. He wore thick rimmed glasses that added to his professional appearance. He was tall, at least 4 inches taller than Talon. He just looked smart, maybe a little nerdy.

"Hello there." The kid replied in s British accent, looking at Talon awkwardly "Is this room 3?"

"It is." Talon replied simply, closing the photo album. Setting it down, he stood up and walked towards the kid with his hand extended "Talon Coaber. Your roommate by the looks of it."

"Jon Sharpp. With two p's." The kid answered, also extending his hand. Shaking it, he was surprised at how firm Talon grasped his hand. "So Talon, how long were you here?"

"A few minutes. Give or take." He replied, shrugging as he stepped aside to let Jon in.

"Well it's certainly nice to meet you. I was wondering who I was going to be living with for the next 12 months!" Jon began to say, reaching down for his suitcases that were still in the middle of the floor.

"Likewise." Talon replied simply, walking back to his bed. Grabbing his clothes, he then turned and opened up the closet, as well as the drawers built in them. Organizing them to how he liked them, he turned to see Jon was already pulling out notebooks, books, and other miscellaneous things. Watching him put them on his desk, Talon couldn't help but notice several drawings on one of the notebooks. Shrugging, he then reached for his laptop and photo album.

"So…" Jon began to say, wanting to break up the awkward silence that was taking place "Glad to finally have this crazy day come to an end?"

"Yeah." Talon answered, placing the photo album in the locked drawer.

Jon just stared at Talon, realizing that he wasn't really wanting to talk. About to return his attention back to unpacking, he was surprised to hear Talon say "Hey Jon, don't take this the wrong way; I just don't like to talk a whole lot."

"Oh, that's ok!" Jon replied, smiling with relief "I was thinking you already didn't like me. Or that I offended you some way."

"No, don't worry about offending me. I'll make sure to tell you what's bugging' me." Talon explained "Likewise though, if something's bothering you, let me know. I can take criticism."

"Sounds good! If I'm talking too much, tell me. I'll make sure I'll shut up." Jon said, smiling at Talon "I just can't stand silence. At least all the time."

"I guess I can try and help with that." Talon replied, turning back to his desk. Setting his laptop on it, he then ran the charger into the outlet and plugged it in.

"Is that all you brought?" Jon asked, opening his closet to hang up some of his clothes.

"It's all I have." Talon answered, turning on his computer. Seeing it come alive, he then answered "Made packing pretty easy actually."

"So, I have to ask." Jon began to say, looking up from his drawers "Are you…American?"

Talon just nodded, not wanting to get into detail.

"So…you survived?" Jon asked again.

"I did. I was lucky my dad is in the Navy. He pulled some strings and sent a helicopter to pick me up." Talon shortly explained.

"I'm sorry." Jon began to say, which Talon quickly interrupted.

"Don't be. I'm not the only one being affected by it." Looking at Jon with a flushing red face, he then asked "Can we drop the subject? I've talked about it a lot already throughout the day."

"Sure! Sure!" Jon quickly answered, worried that he offended Talon "I didn't mean anything! Just trying to learn more about you."

"How about you tell me a bit about yourself?" Talon quickly huffed, returning his attention to the laptop. Clicking on the Wi-Fi button, he then let it search for the internet.

"Sure, I can do that." Jon replied with a smile, returning his attention to his closet "What would you like to know first?"

Thinking for a second, he then asked "Any hobbies?" He raised his eyebrow to Jon, showing that he was genuinely interested in knowing.

"Well, I love to read. Also build things. Heh, I guess what I really love is something that you're going to think is dumb." Jon began to say, looking down from Talon's gaze.

"Dude, don't worry about it. I like to fight for a hobby." Talon explained "Try explaining that to girls."

"At least that's manly." Jon replied, looking back at Talon with sheepish look.

"Just tell me! I won't think anything of it." Talon assured, getting comfortable in his seat.

"I was studying to be a bio-mechanical engineer." Jon began to explain "I really enjoy drafting and creating things. Specifically prosthetics."

"You think that's dumb?" Talon asked in surprise "It's stupid that you think that!"

Surprised at Talon's remarks, Jon looked up at him and said "Why's that?"

"Because you're thinking of the future! You're setting yourself up!" Talon replied while smiling at him, the first time since Jon met him.

"I guess so. But it's not just that. I want to…" His voice trailed off, causing Talon to tilt his head "I want to help dragons." Jon explained again "With anything really, but I'd love to be able to help dragons medically."

Talon quickly reigned in his small fury that arose in him. This was why he was here. To try and curb his hatred towards dragons; and now he was learning he was having the same hate for dragon sympathizers. Getting control of himself by thinking of his promise he made to his dad, he then asked with an acted voice "Why dragons?"

"I've always wanted to train a dragon. I'm obsessed with them really. I guess I figured I can try and combine the two things that I'm interested in." Jon explained, shrugging at the same time "I don't really have a great reason."

"Hey, what you do with your ideas is all up to you." Talon began to say, proud of himself that he was able to cool down "I think it's awesome that you're able to do what you love."

"I hope I can do what I love." Jon replied "I want the D.R.A. to take me in as one with their medical team. It'd be great."

Thinking for a second, Talon then said "So, the Night Fury probably interested you huh?"

"It did! I couldn't believe that someone cut off the wing of such an amazing creature!" Jon said out of surprise, shaking his head at the thought "I hope that maybe I can figure out a way to help it."

"Maybe you will…" Talon replied quietly. Looking at the notebooks on Jon's desk, he then asked "So those are all designs or something? I couldn't help but notice some of the drawings on one of them."

"Ah, yeah…" Jon replied with a smile "Just theories right now. But I do think I'm onto something. My dad's a neuro surgeon and I talk with him a lot about how the brain works."

"And?" Talon asked, interested in hearing his theory.

"Not yet." Jon answered "I'm still waiting to see what my dad thinks about it. I also have questions for the teachers here."

"Fair enough." Talon said with a small smile. Turning around, he then opened up his email.

"So…I hope you don't mind me talking about this, but I saw you looking at your pictures when I arrived." Jon began to say "Missing your family?"

"You can say that." Talon replied, hiding the hurt feeling that came over him "I was just reminiscing."

"I see…" Jon began to say, finishing up packing his clothes away. Shutting his drawers, he heard Talon whisper something. Turning, he saw him fist pumping the air. "What? What happened?" Jon asked, raising an eyebrow.

"My friend Carter just got deployed." Talon replied with a smile "He's in the Marine Corps, and he can't tell me much, other than something big is going to happen. He's only going to be able to email me."

"Oh, that's a good thing?" Jon asked, still confused at the celebrating.

"It is. We both had suspicions that America was going to try a massive counter attack on The Deprived." Talon explained "We're thinking this is it! With other countries backing us up, we'll finally be able to really put the hurt on them."

"I hope you guys destroy them." Jon replied with a smile "I'm glad you're happy."

"Thanks Jon. Means a lot." Talon acknowledged, typing furiously at his computer.

Thinking for a second, Jon waited for Talon to finish typing. Though he quickly realized that Talon was going to be a tough guy, he couldn't shake the feeling that Talon was probably struggling with more issues than that he gave signs of. Seeing Talon finish, he quickly tried to kill the anxiety that was building up in him. He hoped that he wasn't going to be stepping on Talon's feelings.

"Hey Talon…" he said quietly, turning to face him.

Looking at Jon, Talon's demeanor quickly darkened. He didn't know what to expect from whatever Jon was going to do.

"I don't need to know the details; but I just want you to know, even if I'm not the strongest guy out there, I'm here for ya'. You don't have to be alone." He said, feeling embarrassed at the sudden outpouring of feelings.

Surprised at the comment, Talon was about to brush it aside. Staring at Jon, he then felt the sincerity of his remarks. It was something he hadn't felt in a while; and frankly, it unnerved him. The last time he ever felt that was when his brother told him that he'd be fine. Right before he signed off on their last Skype call. Only able to nod, Talon whispered a one word response: "Thanks."

Nodding, Jon turned back to his suitcases to unpack the smaller things.

Turning to face the laptop screen again, Talon thought about what Jon said. He was trying to be a friend to him. Someone he didn't even know, someone who was gruff to him when they first met. Looking back at Jon, he knew that he was going to be a friend that he could depend on. Something he's been missing for a long while.

* * *

><p>"Good morning everyone!" Dr. Granson's voice shrieked into the microphone, again, causing everyone to cover their ears. "We're going to wait a few more minutes for everyone to arrive and then we'll begin."<p>

Talon groaned as he sat back in his chair. Another day of meeting's and trainings, which he grew to loathe. Both he and Jon were sitting near the front, since Jon wanted to arrive early. The waking up part wasn't hard for Talon, just getting back into his suit was the real trial. He thought he was done with it yesterday.

Looking around, he saw that the rest of the students were slowly making their way inside, some were yawning and rubbing their eyes as they walked, while others were sleeping in their chairs. Jon was busy writing something in his notebook, which Talon didn't even bother with trying to figure out what.

"Talon!" A familiar voice called out.

Turning, he smiled as he saw Sadie walk up to where he was sitting. "Morning Sadie."

"Good morning to you too!" She replied with smile. Wearing grey business slacks this time, she still wore her dirty blonde hair in a ponytail. Turning to Jon, who was looking at her with a slightly shocked expression, she extended her hand to him, saying "Sadie Bryson. Met Talon yesterday during the orientation."

"Uh, Jon Sharpp." Jon replied, dropping his notebook on the floor and standing. Shaking her hand, he then explained "Talon's roommate."

"Nice to meet you." She smiled, turning to Talon, she then asked "So, how was your first night?"

"Probably like everyone else's." Talon answered with a shrug "Not long enough."

Laughing, Sadie then asked "Can I sit with you guys?"

Before Talon could reply, Jon quickly said "Of course! Please do!"

Talon turned to Jon with a surprised expression. Seeing Jon look slightly embarrassed at the outburst, he then quietly chuckled as he said "I guess my mind's been made up!" Scooting over, he made a seat for her.

"Thanks." Sadie replied, smiling at Jon's enthusiasm and Talon's kindness "My roommate had other friends she wanted to be with, and Rebecca and Tracey are still asleep."

"Glad you found us." Talon replied, sitting up straighter in his seat "I have a feeling that I'm going to have a lot of questions."

"Wait, why?" Jon asked, looking at Talon with curiosity.

"I don't know much about dragons." Talon answered, turning to Jon "I just kind of got dropped off here, I never really wanted to come."

"What!? Really?" Jon asked in amazement "You're kidding me!"

"Jon, you've only known me for less than 24 hours; but you should already know that I don't joke." Talon said with a straight face.

"Yeah, yeah, I get that…It's just, you really don't know anything about dragons?" Jon asked, still in a daze "And you got here at the D.R.A.?"

"Not to mention the tiny fact that you have no idea about the history of this place." Sadie threw in, smiling at Talon.

"Yup. Just treat me like I have no idea what dragons are, and the history of training them." Talon reiterated.

"Good thing you roomed with me." Jon replied, shaking his head "At least I'll be able to quiz you."

"Did I hear this correctly?" A voice sounded behind the three.

Turning, they saw a small group of five kids, all sitting about three rows behind them. The bigger boy in the center then asked "Did I hear that you got in here without even knowing what kind of dragons there are?"

Talon frowned after hearing the kid speak. He knew exactly what the kid was doing; setting up his domain. "You heard right. Dragon's never were really a priority in my life." He replied, trying to keep his voice calm.

"Amazing…that someone, like you, with your knowledge could even get an application submitted." The kid teased.

Talon flared up with a hot anger. He felt his blood begin to boil as he continued to stare at the kid.

Feeling a hand rest on his shoulder, Jon just stared at him, essentially telling him to ignore the kid. Sadie was also trying to turn him around, giving the group a death glare of her own.

Talon gave the kid one more good stare, before reluctantly turning around. Had he been by himself, he knew he would have gotten into a fight with him. Feeling his rage still build up inside of him, he tried to vent it by breathing deeply.

"Don't think I'm done with you, kid." The guy said out loud, laughing with his friends "You and you're friends can't ignore me forever.

Unable to control himself, Talon whirled around. His face had darkened to where he looked like he was ready to kill the kid "Please. I beg you to meet me elsewhere. Bring your friends for all I care. I will kick your fat ass in and rock your friggin' world!"

"What's wrong with right here?" The kid teased, excited to get a reaction out of Talon.

"Nothing." Talon replied, strangely calm. When he prepared himself for a fight, his nerves were usually calmed "Just collateral damage. But if you don't care, I don't care."

"Talon!" Sadie cried out, shocked at seeing him act like that.

"Talon? That's your name?" The kid laughed, standing up as well "Sounds like your parents were on something when they named you!"

Talon's blood froze. This kid just crossed a line that wouldn't be tolerated. He was going to kill him. The kid was bigger than Talon, as far as weight went. But Talon could tell that he wasn't a fighter; he was a bully. A lot of talk, with a little walk. In one smooth motion, he slid out of his suit coat.

"Talon! What are you doing?" Jon asked loudly, realizing that it was escalating rapidly.

"Hold this for me. I'm getting even." Talon growled, handing his coat to Jon. Not even caring if Jon was holding it, he began to walk around the chairs, getting to the aisle. "Come on and say that again to me." Talon growled "Outside."

The kid smiled as he shook his head "Nah, I think we should do it here."

"Fine by me." Talon whispered, stopping in the aisle. About to head down the row of chairs where the kid was, he heard his name called from behind.

"Talon! Glad you could make it!" Dr. Granson's voice echoed behind him.

Whirling around, he saw the bubbly person walk up to him. "Morning Dr. Granson." He quickly replied.

"Taking off your suit coat already?" She asked, smiling at him with curiosity. It was clear to him that she didn't hear any of the conversation, or aware of what was about to happen.

"Uh…yes!" He answered slowly "Just feeling a little warm."

"Fair enough. I just wanted to make sure you had a good first day." She cheerfully said with a smile "Sorry I wasn't able to talk to you earlier."

With his momentum stopped, and his worry about striking out with Dr. Granson and his dad, he quickly said "No worry's Doctor, I know you're busy."

"Well, we shouldn't be too long before starting." She began to say, turning towards the podium "Make sure you don't miss anything!"

"Don't worry Doctor, I won't." Talon answered, watching her walk away. Making sure she was far enough away, he turned to the kid. "I don't know who you are, and frankly I don't give a damn. I will get a fight with you. Count on it."

"I can't wait!" The kid teased, smirking at Talon.

Reluctantly, Talon slowly walked back to where Sadie and Jon were sitting, both staring at him with wide eyes. Falling roughly in his seat, he didn't say anything. He just reached and grabbed his suit coat and laid in on his lap.

"Talon…Forget the kid. He's an idiot." Sadie began to say, only to be cut off.

"He said some unforgivable things." Talon quickly said, glaring at her "Two things you guys should know about me. Actually, three. First, I'm fiercely loyal to my friends and my family. I will bleed for them. Two. I get angry easy. I rage. That's the reason why I fight for a hobby. It's a vent for me. Third. I don't know anything about dragons because I hate them. I want to join the Marines so that I can kill them and those that were responsible for my brother's death. He died fighting The Deprived, and my best friend Carter told me about what their dragons did to him. His platoon couldn't even get his ashes back to give to me and my dad." Breathing heavily, he just looked forward. His face and eyes had darkened, where it made both Sadie and Jon uncomfortable.

"Listen, if you don't want to be around me because of what I am, that's fine. I really won't blame you." Talon continued to say "I'm not changing who I am or who I want to be. I'm here because I'm forced to. I just want to get it over with and be done. Then I can sign up."

Sadie was the first to say something, gently placing her hand on his knee. "I'm not leaving you Talon. If that's what you're saying. There's a reason why I wanted to be with you, and that hasn't changed."

"Likewise Talon." Jon then cut in "I told you I'm going to be there for you, no Matter what. That still stands today."

Talon looked at both his friends. In the background, above all the noise of the chatter, he could hear the kid still teasing him with his friends. And for the first time, he didn't feel angry. He was surrounded by those that wanted to be with him; to support him.

Nodding slowly, he then said "Thank you. I promise to be a friend to you guys too. Though it might be a learning process for me."

"Just like you and dragons." Sadie quickly said with a small smile "We'll help you Talon."

Still nodding, Talon couldn't help but wonder how he was able to get these two as friends that he knew he could count on.


	4. Chapter 4

**_First and foremost. Thoughts and prayers out to France, specifically Paris. Stay strong. This goes for the rest of the countries in Europe as well, thoughts and prayers out to you._**

**Second, here's the forth chapter. Hope you enjoy it!**

_**Chapter Four**_

"You weren't kidding that it's cold here." Astrid whispered, holding her arms to try and keep her warm.

"Alright, I think that's enough ice caves for tonight." Hiccup laughed, pulling Astrid closer to him "How about we warm up before we head back?"

"Sounds good to me." Astrid replied with a smile.

Smiling as well, Hiccup walked her towards the exit of the fifth ice cave they explored that night. "Surprised that we didn't see any dragons though. I was sure we would find something…"

"Not every island has a dragon, let alone a new one." Astrid replied quietly, seeing the exit of the cave they were in.

Nodding in agreement, he felt the cool wind blow past them as they walked out of the mouth of the cave. Down below them, was a fire roaring with intense heat. Lying next to it was Toothless, sleeping the cold night away.

"Brrr…" Astrid shivered "Next time we come, let's make sure we actually bring the right gear."

"I told you it was cold." Hiccup reminded, smiling at her with a satisfied smirk.

Frowning, she lightly hit him in the stomach, causing the dorsal fin to open up. "You kidnapped me, remember? I had no idea we were leaving then."

Grimacing from the punch, Hiccup just kept on smiling at her. "You're right, my fault. I'll tell you next time I steal you away. Are you ok with that?"

"As long as I have a few minutes to get ready, sure." Astrid replied back, her angry expression disappearing. Walking to the fire, she sat down on an old, rotting log; trying to absorb as much heat as she could. It was relieving as she felt her body soak in the warm rays. "Usually, I can handle a tough frost or a cool north wind." She began to say, extending her hands to the fire "But this is barely fall! The island is freezing, and those caves weren't just cold. They got colder as we went farther in."

"I noticed that too." Hiccup seconded, taking a seat next to her "Last time I was here, I had to turn around. I was losing feeling in my body and also starting to lose consciousness. It was actually a little alarming."

"I guess we'll have to come back more prepared, huh?" Astrid said with a smile.

"Tomorrow? I can take the day off from chiefing. We won't have any interruptions or anything like that." Hiccup exclaimed, his face beaming at the thought of exploring for a whole day.

"Hiccup…" Astrid began to say, looking at him with concern. Resting her hand on his, she then said "You know you can't do that. You shouldn't do that."

Hiccup let out a heavy sigh. Staring at one of the logs on the fire burn away, he then whispered "Sometimes, it just doesn't seem fair."

"For what?" Astrid asked, looking at him with sincere eyes.

"I mean why do I have to be chief?" he asked, looking at her "You, even Snotlout, are better leaders than I am."

"That's a lie Hiccup, and you know it." Astrid cut in, grasping his arm to get his attention "You were the only reason why Berk held it together when Drago attacked. You were the only reason why we were able to get back here when we were marooned on Valka's Island!" Lifting his chin up, she then added "I know you love to explore, and you'll still have your chances to do it. But Berk needs you now. The role of chief has landed on you, and you have to acknowledge that Hiccup."

"I do acknowledge it; I just don't want it." Hiccup answered, looked at her with a detested look "You said yourself that you would love the opportunity to be chief."

"I did, but that doesn't mean that I'd be better than you, or know what to do." Astrid corrected him. Turning his head to face hers, she then continued to say "Berk needs you Hiccup. Think about all that you've done for them. You've already repaired most of the village, and you smoothly adopted all the new dragons from your mom's sanctuary. On top of that, look at what you started when you first found Toothless! You changed our lives Hiccup!"

Hiccup didn't say anything. He wanted to be right. He wanted to just go back to where he was just a teenager that had to worry only about finding an island to sleep on, or how to tame a new wild dragon. He couldn't disregard what Astrid was telling him, because it was all true.

"Hiccup, Drago was the first major crises that Berk faced. You stepped up to the plate and overcame him and his Bewilderbeast." Astrid continued to press "We both know that we're not done with wars, disasters, and whatever else may come. You are our best bet, to come out on top."

Hiccup just looked down, staring into the fire.

"Remember Hiccup. It's in here." She quietly said, resting her hand on his heart "Not out there, or in those frozen caves."

"I remember Astrid." Hiccup acknowledged, slightly nodding his head "I guess I'm still struggling with taking on all the responsibility it takes to be a chief." Looking up at the starry night, with a hint of green rising from the horizon, he then whispered what his dad told him "A chief protects his own. And I still plan on doing that."

"I know Hiccup, everyone knows that." Astrid replied gently "I speak for everyone when I say that Berk is proud of their new chief. That's the truth Hiccup."

Finally smiling since he brought up the subject, Hiccup looked at Astrid and said "Doesn't change the fact that I still want to come back here. Try to figure out why it's so cold."

"As do I Hiccup." Astrid smiled, shaking her head at him "But how about I help you around Berk before we come back? Get some things done to put your mom's mind at rest."

"I guess I can do that…" Hiccup sighed, looking up at the sky. Smiling, he then asked "So…can I still fly in my suit?"

"Hiccup!" Astrid shouted, trying to stifle a laugh "You're impossible!"

"Only because I know you can handle it!" Hiccup replied excitedly, standing up from his seat "Come on, we better start heading back if we want to make sure my mom doesn't suspect us leaving in the middle of the night."

"More like early evening." Astrid teased, standing up with him "I'll fly Toothless, let you have a chance to get some rest before your day begins."

"Thank you Astrid" Hiccup said with a sense of relief. He had no idea how he was going to be able to handle a whole day of chiefing with essentially no sleep. Yawning, he then suggested "I may actually go to bed after the days through. Catch up a little from the few days I've been away."

"I don't know how you do it Hiccup." Astrid replied while shaking her head "You always seem to have energy, regardless of what you do."

"Heh, I wish I felt the way you think I am." Hiccup replied with a grin. Walking up to Toothless, he begrudgingly began to wake up, he then added "Today's going to be a bit of a challenge."

"Well, I can help you." Astrid replied with a smile, climbing onto Toothless. Locking her foot in the mechanism for Toothless' tail, she then whispered "Alright Toothless, ready to go home?"

Toothless let out a long yawn, indicating that he was still tired.

Laughing, Astrid just pet him. Seeing Hiccup climb on behind her, she then said "Alright boy, let's go home."

* * *

><p>"Can anyone tell me what class of dragons does the Skrill belong in?" Professor Richards asked, sitting on his desk, looking at the bored looking students.<p>

Jon raised his hand, to which Professor Richards added "Besides Mister Sharpp here."

"Strike class?" Talon answered, unsure of his choice.

"Correct. The Skrill is a unique dragon, being one of the few to actually fly and compete against a Night Fury." Richards began to say.

Talon looked down at his notes. He was honestly the only one that needed this class. Looking at the ever growing list of dragon names, the only ones that really caught his attention was the Shivertooth, Razorwhip, Wooly Howl, and now the Skrill. All of them Strike Class. And not on the islands allowed to go find their dragon.

"Alright everyone," Richards said, looking up at the clock on the wall "Remember, you have to pass this class before you're allowed to train your own dragon in two weeks. For your homework, I want a two page paper on the kind of dragon you want to train and why. Due tomorrow at the beginning of class. Dismissed"

Talon quickly shut his notebook as he stood up from his seat. Stretching his arms, he was happy to have the rest of the day to try and burn some energy. Turning to Jon, he then asked "So, wanna go on a run with me?"

"Actually, I need to stay and talk to Professor Richards about something." Jon replied, looking up at Talon "I don't know how long I'll be."

"Oh?" Talon asked with a smile "Want to tell me, or…"

"I'll tell you if it actually turns out to be something." Jon replied with a smile. Zipping up his backpack, he added "If you wait for me, I'll be more than happy to go with you. I need to try and get some muscle."

"Heh, don't worry. I'll help you with that." Talon laughed, shaking his head "I'll wait for a half hour at our room. If you're not there by then, I'll just go."

"Sounds good! See ya Talon." Jon said, focusing on Professor Richards, who already had a line of students wanting to talk to him.

Talon then walked out of the room, and towards the exit of the building. Other classes were also leaving their rooms, creating a small pandemonium. Pushing his way through the ever shifting crowd of people, he finally reached the doors that led outside. For being early fall, late summer, the wind was still cool. At least compared to his California tuned body. Walking towards his dorm, he looked over at the Dragon Hospital. Seeing it, reminded him of the haunting feeling he had. The Night Fury. Seeing it in his mind, sent that sense of hate he felt.

"Hey Talon!" Sadie's voice called out, making him turn to face her.

"Sadie." He returned, bowing his head at seeing her.

"How was your first day of class?" She asked, stopping right next to him.

"Long. Have a lot to remember." Talon answered, shaking his head "The program is built on people already having a general knowledge of dragons. I have to start from the beginning."

"Need help?" She asked, looking at him with a sincere look.

"Nah, I think I'm good. The hardest thing for me is knowing the different dragons between the Strike class and Mystery class." Talon answered, letting a small smile appear on his face to reassure her "Other than that, I can usually figure it out."

"Well, if you're sure." Sadie replied with a shrug. Looking at him, and then to the Dragon Hospital, she then asked "So what are you thinking of? Why were you having a staring contest with hospital?"

"Oh, that." Talon replied, looking back at the building "I was just thinking about the Night Fury."

"Terrible that someone would do that to it." Sadie replied, shaking her head.

"Yeah, but it's not just that." Talon replied, returning his gaze to Sadie "When we were in there yesterday, I couldn't help but feel its hate. It was...familiar."

Sadie looked at Talon with curiosity. "What do you mean?"

Shrugging, Talon explained "I don't know. It just felt familiar."

Looking at Talon, Sadie then suggested "You want to go see the Night Fury? See if the staff will let us?"

"You know, sure." Talon agreed "Maybe help me decide what dragon I want to train."

"What dragon are you thinking about?" Sadie asked, walking with him towards the hospital.

"I don't know yet. All of the dragons that interest me are ones not here on Berk. Or Dragon Island" Talon began to say "But since I'm just here for the year, I think I'm just going to train a Nadder."

"What class is a Nadder?" Sadie quizzed, a grin forming on her face.

"Uh…Sharp? No! Tracker!" Talon quickly said, covering his mistake.

"Good job! Talon successfully identified a dragon!" A voice sounded off behind them.

The voice made Talon flare with his hot anger. Whirling around, he dropped his notebook and faced off with the stranger. Sure enough, he saw the kid who was trying to bully him yesterday, along with a two of the others that were with him.

"Oh! Wow that was a quick reaction!" The kid laughed, stopping a good 10 feet away from Talon. Shaking his head, he then asked "Do you really think you can train a dragon? Is that why you're heading to see the Night Fury?"

Talon didn't say anything, he just stood there with his fist's curling up. After a few seconds of silence, he then calmly said "Step up and raise your hands. If not, then walk away."

"Ooohhhh…tough guy huh?" the kid smirked, grinning at him evilly.

"Get stuffed!" Sadie yelled, stepping in between him and Talon.

"Get stuffed?" The kid asked, unsure what she meant.

"It means eff off!" She yelled, glaring at him "What's your problem with him?"

"Just the fact that he was able to get here without any knowledge of dragons." The kid answered, his smile finally disappearing "I know three people that would kill to be here, and here he is! Someone who doesn't truly deserve to be here!"

"Sorry that he was forced to-" Sadie began to say, only to be cut off by Talon.

"Sadie, he's not worth telling." He said, his eyes narrowing. Stepping past her, he then said "Step up or walk away. Choose."

"Not now; but rest assured, it will happen. That I promise." The kid said, eyes narrowing "But for now, stay away from the Night Fury. I'm training it."

"You're not going to tell me what to do." Talon quietly said, glaring at the kid "Not until you beat me in a fight." Turning, he gently pulled Sadie with him "As far as training the Night Fury, go for it. I can care less." Kneeling down, he picked up his notebook and began to head towards the hospital.

Walking into the hospital, the two turned down the hall towards where the Night Fury was. Seething in his anger, Talon slightly jumped when Sadie grabbed his arm.

"Talon, don't fight that kid. Who knows what kind of disciplinary action they'll take against you." She said softly "He's an idiot, everyone can see that. You don't have to prove anything."

"I'm not going to fight him to prove anything. I'm fighting him because he slandered me and my family." Talon replied, a little heat in his voice "And frankly, I don't care what they'll do to me. I'm not going to stand by any more and let him degrade me. The next time he says something to me about my family, I will fight him. If it's bad enough, I might kill him."

"Talon, listen to yourself!" Sadie argued. Walking up to the desk, she stopped and asked the lady sitting there "Is there any chance we can see the Night Fury?"

"Sure! We opened the door to the outside for it." The lady replied with a smile "Trying to help it back into the wild."

"Great, thanks." Sadie replied with a smile.

"Make sure you scan in. It's the only way to open the door." The lady reminded, smiling as Talon and Sadie walked to the door.

"Thanks!" Sadie said, grabbing her ID tag. Talon did the same, placing it in front of the scanner.

Hearing the beep, the two walked in. Sadie then continued to talk about Talon's anger, saying "Listen Talon. I know that you lost your brother, and that you lost your home and country as well."

"So you understand how hard it was when that kid says that my parents were on something when they named me." Talon quickly threw out, glaring at Sadie "My dad is an admiral. My mom died giving child birth to my sister, who also didn't make it. My brother was a Marine, killed while trying to buy time for transports to move civilians. By the way, Talon doesn't just mean claw, it means sharp. Look it up! That's what it means in French."

"I'm not saying it wasn't hurtful. That's not what I'm saying at all!" Sadie replied with an understanding voice "I'm saying that you need to be bigger than him. Let him make himself look like an idiot. He's doing that well by himself."

"I don't care if he's appearing to be an idiot or not. I'm not letting him walk over me like that again." Talon growled "I know you don't want me to fight; but frankly, I don't care. It'll feel good to vent on him a little."

Sadie just looked at Talon with sadness. His life was indeed different from hers, anyone's really. Without something to help him vent, he was just a time bomb, ready to explode on the first thing that would set him off.

Turning, they arrived at the Night Fury's glass room. Laying there, in the middle of the white room, was the midnight black dragon. Lying down in the same position they saw it in, the only difference was, now the wall in the back of the room was opened up, leading outside to a caged in area. Talon walked up to the glass, staring at the Night Fury. It was returning; the feeling he had last time. It was different from the anger he still had from his confrontation with the rude kid. While his was hot, this feeling was cold hatred. The only time he felt that way was when he and his dad were informed about Jeremy's death.

That's when it hit him. He recognized the feeling. He knew why he was feeling the same hatred as the Night Fury. Where he hated dragons, the Night Fury hated humans. For taking his gift of flight away.

"Talon?" Sadie whispered, staring at him with concern "What's going on? You're shaking."

Looking down, he then saw what Sadie was talking about. His arms were shaking as he continued to think about the Night Fury and the hatred that they shared. Looking up at where the Night Fury lay, he then said "I…I don't know. I think I figured out what I felt before, but I'm not sure."

"What do you mean?" Sadie asked, looking back and forth between him and the dragon.

"He hates us. He hates humans." Talon answered quietly. Looking at Sadie, he then added "I don't think anyone will be able to train him. Not now at least."

"Because of his wing?" Sadie asked, looking back at the Night Fury.

"Because we took away his life." Talon answered "Took away the one thing he cared about most. His ability to fly."

Looking up at Talon, she then observed "You called it a he, why? Everyone just say's it."

"Because he is the only living being on this island that feels the same way I do." Talon whispered "We have the same hate…"

At that, the Night Fury rolled over from where it lay. Standing on its feet, it then noticed Talon and Sadie. Growling, he bared its teeth at them. The Night Fury had the same flat black color over it, with the exception of the light, blue eyes. It continued to growl at Sadie, making eye contact with her.

"Wonder why Hiccup named his dragon Toothless." Sadie said, taking a step back from the roaring dragon.

"Don't know…" Talon quietly whispered, not moving from the dragon. He wasn't going to back down. He actually appreciated the chance to face off with a dragon; get him used to it when he would have to.

The Night Fury then focused on Talon, trying to stare him down like he did to Sadie. Unfazed by the threatening look from the sleek dragon, Talon took one step closer. His heart was racing as he watched the dragon roar into the glass. Literally separated by the two inch thick, blast-proof, glass. Talon kept on staring it.

Slowly settling down, the Night Fury just stared back at Talon. It looked at him with curiosity, which made Sadie glance back and forth between to the two. They kept on staring at each other, as if an invisible line had connected between the two. It was almost awe-inspiring.

The Night Fury then snorted, realizing what it was doing. Turning around, he quickly jogged away from the glass and towards his little outside plot. Turning his head to see if Talon was still watching, he continued to walk outside. A few kids outside of the cage began to chatter incessantly as they stared at the Night Fury.

"Talon…what did you do?" Sadie asked, staring at the Night Fury as it laid down by a stream that ran through its caged area, doing his best to ignore the kids that were trying to call him to come closer "That was amazing!"

"I don't know..." He whispered. Shaking his head, he then said "I need to go workout. I need to do something."

Realizing that he was trying to find something to vent, she then began to guide him out of the room. "Come on. Let's have a race to the dorms or something."

"I'd like that." Talon said, his eyes staring off into the distance. He could remember everything so clearly now. Seeing the smoke south of his home, where The Deprived were attacking; the feeling he had when he learned his older brother and hero, was killed by fighting off the dragons that were supposed to raze the convoy of supplies and civilians. It was so fresh now, it shook him. Whatever happened between him and that dragon, it unnerved him.

* * *

><p>"How was your run?" Jon asked, walking into their room and seeing Talon in his gym clothes.<p>

"Good. Needed." Talon replied simply, turning from his desk to face Jon. Shocked to see him smiling from ear to ear, Talon turned his chair completely to him while raising an eyebrow. "Ok, what's up? What's got you so happy?"

"Oh nothing, just the fact that the D.R.A. is genuinely interested in my prosthetics! That, and I learned that my theory could work on a dragon!"

"Ok, enough mystery!" Talon said out loud, standing up. Walking to his closet, he opened it up to grab a PowerAde drink. He packed a case away so that he wouldn't have to wait for the supply ship to come. "Will you tell me what your theory is if I give you drink?"

"I'll tell you even if you don't." Jon laughed, but then said "But I will take you up on that drink."

"Here." Talon said, tossing the drink in his hand. Grabbing another one, he then sat down on his bed, saying "So, tell me everything about it. And what you plan to use it for with dragons."

"Well, look at this." Jon said, handing Talon the notebook in his hand.

Opening it up, Talon saw a series of sketches of robotic looking limbs. From forearms, to full-sized legs. Each one had a similar style. They almost looked like a metal skeleton, built mainly from rods, pistons, and small sized hydraulic compressors. "Whoa…" Talon whistled, his face looking surprised "If you hadn't told me you were designing prosthetics, I would guess you were a sci-fi nerd."

"Some of them work." Jon began to explain "I turned in some smaller versions of these to a medical company. They didn't make them out of the material I suggested, but printed them on a 3D printer. They now sell them at a fraction the cost of what other traditional prosthetics cost."

"Wait…so you sold them some of your work!?" Talon gaped, staring at Jon in surprise.

"Yeah, they kick me out a check every quarter." Jon explained, rubbing his head with a little embarrassment.

Not saying anything for a second, Talon then asked "Out of curiosity, how much do they give you a check?"

"Enough." Jon answered "I don't really want to talk about that."

"No problem." Talon quickly said, still surprised with learning more about Jon "Did you graduate from medical school or something when you were like, 14?"

Laughing, Jon shook his head and replied "No. I just was interested in tinkering with robotics. When I got older, I started to talk to my dad about his job as a neurosurgeon. And then you know the rest of the story."

Staring at Jon, Talon just shook his head in disbelief "Jon, there's a lot more about you that I want to know, but how about you just tell me what happened today."

"I can do that." Jon answered with a smile "So, those prosthetics you see there are about 30 times more expensive than the 3D printed ones. However, those are supposed to be made of Titanium. More durable, and meant to never be replaced. On top of that, these theoretically give a person more range of motion, unlike the 3D printed ones." Looking at Talon, Jon then passionately added "This is the future Talon! This is what we've seen in movies and everything!"

"Ok, so you have an idea to revolutionize prosthetics." Talon summed up, turning a page in the notebook, to reveal numbers and costs of each listed prosthetic "What do you want to do with dragons? Make wings for them?"

"Exactly!" Jon said excitedly "The base of my theory is, the same way that the new robotic prosthetics work for a human, by wiring the prosthetic to the brain; it should work the same way for a dragon. I talked to Professor Richards about the possibility, and he said he'd talk to Doctor Granson and the lead dragon doctor about it. He said he'd give me an answer in a few days!"

"Wow dude!" Talon commented, impressed with one of the prosthetics. "Do you think it'll work on a dragon? I mean, they have different body parts from arms and such."

"Not really." Jon countered, handing Talon another notebook.

Opening the new notebook up, Talon stared at a series of wings from different dragons. Each one had multiple measurements and detailed notes.

"The dragons that were the hardest to figure out the wings for, are Gronckles, Hotburples, and Thunderpedes." Jon said, giving Talon time to look at a few of the wings "I'm still not sure about what I came up with.

"Jon…This is amazing." Talon replied with awe in his voice. Though he hated dragons, he was impressed that Jon was even able to come up with something like this. Looking up at him, he then said "Why didn't you go to the D.R.A. sooner? They would have probably signed you up on the spot."

"I wanted to wait to get here first." Jon explained, looking at Talon sheepishly "I wanted to train a dragon first. To have for myself."

Talon nodded, understanding what he meant. If he could have, he'd rather signed up for the Marines a while ago, it being something he really wanted. "This is amazing Jon…" he said quietly, closing the notebook.

"Thanks Talon. I figured you'd be someone who'd appreciate it." Jon replied, taking the notebook.

"I do, it's really amazing stuff Jon." Talon answered, opening his drink and taking a swallow "I can't believe that you designed all that stuff on your own though! That's incredible!"

"My dad helped me. Mainly with the wiring and all the nodes." Jon admitted, putting his notebooks in his locked drawer. Grabbing the drink that Talon offered him, he then said "That's enough about me. What'd you do today? Besides workout?"

Talon slowly looked away. The incident with the Night Fury still had him shaken up a little. Taking a deep breath, he decided to tell Jon; mainly because he was trying to be better at being a friend, but also since Jon shared something personal with him. "Well, right after class, I ran into Sadie."

"What!?" Jon coughed, spilling his drink a bit.

The action took Talon off guard, which made him smile as he watched Jon try to cover up his abrupt shout.

"Don't look at me like that." Jon warned, glaring at Talon.

"Like what?" Talon asked, playing dumb.

"You know what I'm talking about!" Jon said loudly.

"You like her, huh?" Talon joked with, taking another swallow of his drink.

"Let's move on." Jon quickly said, blushing a little bit "What did you two do after?"

"We went out for lunch, made out, and are planning on having a date tonight." Talon teased, waiting for Jon's reaction.

"Talon. I swear." Jon angrily said, glaring at him "I don't care how strong you are, I'm going to put you in a position where you're going to need one of my prosthetics."

"Fine!" Talon laughed, doing his best not to spit out his drink. Taking a deep breath, he then went into a somber mood "We decided to check out the Night Fury again."

"Why?" Jon asked, seeing Talon grow serious.

"Its…weird" Talon answered, not sure of his own answer "When I first saw him, I felt like I was receiving a feeling from him. That's why we went back. I wanted to see if it was something real, or if I just imagining it."

"What happened?" Jon asked intently, staring at Talon with interest.

"It…it was real." Talon answered quietly "I could feel its hate. It was like mine towards dragons." Looking up at Jon, he then added "It stared at me for a few seconds. After that, I don't know what happened. It's like all the memories I had that caused me to have that hate seemed to rush into my mind. I couldn't stop it." Looking down, he said "Honestly, it scared me."

"Wait, you're saying you shared thoughts with the Night Fury?" Jon asked, looking at Talon with confusion.

"No! Not at all!" Talon quickly replied, frustration in his voice "It just resurfaced memories I had. It was like the emotion that I felt while I looked at the Night Fury brought it all back."

"That's…interesting Talon." Jon said, staring at him "You do realize what that means right?"

"Dude, I don't even know what a Thunderpede is, or whatever you called it." Talon answered "No I have no idea what that means."

"Professor Richards and I talked about the possibility of testing my prosthetic on the Night Fury. He told me that it won't even try to interact with humans. It attacked one of the staff members who fed it. It roars at people when the pass by, and at one point, almost blew a hole in the outside cage. That thing doesn't like to be bothered."

"I got that feeling when we were staring at each other." Talon confirmed, nodding his head to agree with Jon.

"Talon. You're the only known person who actually had a little bit of understanding from the Night Fury!" Jon said, ignoring Talon's comment "Don't you see what I'm saying!? You're the only person here that has a shot to train it!"


	5. Chapter 5

_**Hey, so...recently, I've been blessed with an internship for my career. Across the country. And I have to leave in less than two weeks. I'll be moving from the west coast of the USA, clear to Florida. Needless to say, I won't be able to post very often on for a bit, but hope to be able to be more active when I settle into my new environment. Hope you enjoy this chapter, things start to cook up a little bit! And wish me luck!**_

**Chapter Five**

"So? Did you pass?" Jon asked enthusiastically, after receiving their written evaluation.

Sitting in their last lecture class with Professor Richards, their class finally received the papers that would either allow them to train their own dragon, or hold them back a whole month.

"Barely." Talon sighed, sinking into his seat. Flipping the paper to show Jon, he summed it up in a few words "They said I was adequate."

"What? Don't they know how far you came from two weeks ago?" Jon asked, shaking his head.

"That's what saved me." Talon replied, pointing to a paragraph on the paper. He then quoted "Due to the rate of progress, and actively showing the willingness to learn; we find you ready, and able, to train your own dragon."

"Well, I guess they could've said worse." Jon shrugged.

Before Talon could reply, Professor Richards then spoke up "Alright everyone, settle down." After the buzz of all the students finally stopped, he then said "I know everyone is excited to finally be able to go and train their own dragon; but if I may, I'd like to offer some final words of advice. Not in the teaching core."

Everyone instantly locked their attention to him, knowing that he was usually full of good information. Even Talon learned to use him as a source of help when it came to dragons.

"Just remember this. Whether you stay on Berk to find your dragon, or if you go to Dragon Island; which some of you will be doing, the dragon you train isn't a pet or a trophy. They become your best friend. They'll trust you, and expect you to trust them. You're making a commitment to be with them through the thick and the thin." Pausing for a second, he then added "They will give up anything to help you. Make sure that they know the same about you. If it's broken, or you do anything to destroy that trust; it is almost impossible to get back."

Talon had a flash of hesitancy. A commitment like that might interrupt his plans to become a Marine. Something he didn't want to lose.

Suddenly the door opened up, revealing a strange sight. A stern looking Dr. Granson.

Everyone froze, even Professor Richards as well. Seeing her in that mood meant something happened.

Ignoring everyone's stares, she scanned the room and saw who she was looking for "Talon. I need to speak with you. Now."

Everyone gasped, staring at a bewildered Talon. He hadn't fought the annoying kid. Not yet at least. Did he finally get scared and tried to tell the professors what Talon threatened to do? Finally composing himself, he slowly stood up from his chair and began to walk out. Before walking out of the room, he turned to see Jon stare at him in horror.

"Follow me." Dr. Granson said quickly, turning and walking down the hallway.

Compelled to follow, Talon walked behind her, unsure of what he did to make her mad. Following her through the labyrinth of hallways, he began to wonder if he would actually be able to get out of the building if he had to leave by himself.

Finally arriving at her office, Talon asked the question that was on his mind since he was called out by her. "Dr. Granson, I'm not sure why you're needing to talk to me, but I promise I didn't do anything wrong! At least, to my knowledge!"

"You didn't do anything wrong Talon." Dr. Granson assured, opening her door. Gesturing for him to take a seat, she promptly sat down at her desk; cluttered with stacks of papers and other desk supplies. A single computer was also on the desk.

Complying, he slowly sat down in the seat, wondering what he did if he wasn't in trouble.

"How are you doing Talon?" Dr. Granson asked, taking her seat and leaning forward on her desk.

"Uh, good?" he replied, still unsure of what was going on.

"Excited to finally be able to train your own dragon?" she continued to ask, watching his reaction closely.

"Sure. I mean that's why I'm here, right?" Talon answered, slowly starting to relax in his seat.

Not saying anything, Dr. Granson then began to click away with her mouse. "What dragon are you thinking of training?"

Curious as to why she was interested in his choice of dragon, he then answered "I'm thinking of a Deadly Nadder."

"Why?" she asked, finally stopping with the clicking.

"It's the easiest?" Talon answered with a shrug "I'm just hoping it won't require as much time to be with, at least when I sign onto the Marines."

"Is that still a goal?" Granson asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Of course. It's been my goal for the last year; when I was displaced from my home." Talon answered resolutely. Sitting back in his seat, he then asked "Doctor, can I ask why you called me in here?"

In a rather serious tone, she explained with "I was shown a security footage that occurred two weeks ago."

Talon didn't say anything, he was thinking it was going to be him confronting the kid that was a jerk to him. Preparing to explain, he watched Dr. Granson turn her monitor to show him.

"I was surprised beyond belief at what I saw." She continued to say.

Pressing play, the monitor showed the room where the Night Fury was kept. It then shown when Talon and Sadie both walked in, with Talon walked up to the glass and just staring at the Night Fury. Talon watched as he saw the Night Fury roar at them, and then squared off with Talon. He remembered the feeling he had.

"And then, the logs that show who's been there to see the Night Fury show that in the last two weeks; you've been back to see him seven more times. All of which the Night Fury did the same thing, look and stare at you. And you were talking to it." Dr. Granson continued to say, turning her monitor to face her again. Looking at Talon closely, she then asked "Why were you talking to it? And why do you think it was listening?"

Talon looked up and stared at her, realizing that she was interested in what happened two weeks ago with the Night Fury. Letting out a long sigh, he then began to explain "Because we have a common feeling."

"Can you elaborate?" Dr. Granson asked, raising an eyebrow.

"He hates us. He hates humans." Talon continued to say "Though it is alive, someone took away its life. It can't do what it was born to do."

"Fly." Dr. Granson threw in, slowly nodding at Talon's response.

"Exactly." Talon confirmed "I, as you know, hate dragons. It was really hard for me to tolerate them, and frankly, still is."

"But?" Dr. Granson asked, looking at him curiously.

Sighing, Talon then said "I understand it; and it in return, understands me. I hate them, because they murdered my brother. They took away a piece of me when they killed him." His voice slightly waivered as he talked "I don't know how to explain it, but I could feel the same feeling from him. And the reason why I was talking to it, was because it was the only living being on this island that understood me. And to be honest, probably the only living being, besides my dad, that ever can understand how I feel."

Dr. Granson didn't say anything for a moment. Looking at Talon with a compassionate look, she then said "Talon. I have a special request for you. It will require permission from your father, but I thought I'd ask you before."

"What do you need Doctor?" Talon asked resolutely.

"I would like you to try and train the Night Fury." She announced, waiting for his reaction.

"But, what about the other kids that want to?" Talon asked defensively, realizing what she was asking him to do "I barely even know what to do when I calm a Nadder down!"

"I know. But the only reason I passed you in the first place to allow you to train a dragon, is because of what I saw in these videos." Dr. Granson explained "Besides that, no one is really allowed to try and train that dragon."

"The Night Fury doesn't always acknowledge me." Talon began to protest "There are others that are more qualified than me! Besides that, I don't think I can spend the time needed to care for it! When I sign on to the Marines, I'll be gone for three months for basic! That's not including the time I'll be deployed!"

"If I may correct you on one point." Dr. Granson replied, unfazed by the reasoning "There are no other qualified trainers for it. You're the only person since we've had the Night Fury here that has caught its attention. I realize what I'm asking you to do. It's a big responsibility, and risk; but the reason why I'm asking you, is because I sincerely believe that you want to train it. Not because it's a legendary Night Fury, but because it is like you."

Talon didn't say anything, he just turned and stared at the ground.

"May I teach you something real quick Talon?" Dr. Granson asked, looking at him compassionately.

"Of course." Talon replied, returning his look to Dr. Granson.

"What do you know about Hiccup and Toothless?" Dr. Granson asked simply.

"Not much. Toothless was a Night Fury, and Hiccup trained him. He was the first one to ever train a dragon." Talon answered, unsure if he was right or not.

"Exactly." Dr. Granson replied "Hiccup and Toothless, according to the Dragon Book and the history given about them, were similar but different."

"Can you be a little clearer on that?" Talon asked, confused at the saying.

"They were different personalities," she began to clarify "Toothless was goofy, and Hiccup was a little more serious. But when it came down to it, they were both protectors and leaders. They protected each other, as well as those they were in charge of. It connected them." A lot more quietly, she then added "Talon, only one person in the known dragon riding history has ever been trained a Night Fury. Hiccup. You have a chance to be able to follow his footsteps, and really put you and that dragon in the history books."

Talon just looked at Dr. Granson. She was asking him not to give up on this opportunity. Staring at her, he then asked "And if I fail?"

"We won't hold it against you. We just want to see what you can accomplish." She answered with a calming smile.

Nodding, he then said "Alright, I guess I can do that."

"Thank you Talon." She said softly "It means a lot to hear you say that. But before you say yes, I need to get your dad's permission first."

"Wait, why did you need to talk to him to begin with?" Talon asked with some alarm.

"Because the Night Fury is still dangerous." She explained "We need to make sure we have his consent before allowing you to try."

Thinking for a second, he then said "Can I make the call? I can make him say yes."

Raising an eyebrow, Dr. Granson asked "How can you do that?"

"Because I'm his son." Talon explained "He sent me here to stay out of trouble, or to try and change my mind about joining the Corps. If he hears what I'm trying to accomplish, from my own words, he'll be more willing to allow me."

"If you think you can, go for it." She replied with a smile. Gesturing to the door, she then said "Go ahead and make the phone call. Let me know what he says."

"I will…" Talon answered, standing up from his seat "Hopefully he's able to answer his phone."

"Take your time." Granson said, knowing that he and his dad were unable to talk for long.

Thanking her, he then walked out of the office. Pulling out his phone, he cast his mind back to what just happened. He just committed to working with the representative of lightning and death itself; a one way ticket to being killed if anything went wrong. Groaning, he then selected his dad's contact. Letting it dial, he waited for his dad to answer.

"Talon. Caught me in a good time." His dad's voice said simply, as he usually did.

A flood of emotions ran through Talon, it being the first time he could talk with his dad. Smiling, he cut the emotions away and said "Glad to hear. Been the first time in…what? Two weeks?"

"Two weeks and a day." His dad answered back "But who's counting?"

"Not you, obviously." Talon laughed, still relishing in hearing his dad.

After a moment's pause, Jason asked "So, how's the Academy?"

"Frustrating most of the time." Talon replied "I'm so far behind everyone. I barely passed being able to train a dragon."

"Congratulations." His dad said with hardly any emotion.

"Thanks, but that's actually why I'm calling you." Talon continued to say, leaning against the wall.

"Ok?" His dad replied with confusion in his voice "What's going on?"

"They asked me to train a specific dragon." Talon began to explain "It's called a Night Fury."

"Sounds menacing." His dad answered, still wary of what was going to be said.

"The problem is, is that it's not very friendly to people." Talon continued to explain, only to be cut off.

"No! Absolutely not!" Jason shouted into the phone, causing Talon to pull it away from his ear.

"Hear me out dad!" Talon cried out "I'm the only person where it has shown some interest in me! We…we have similar experiences."

"Did it have a brother that was killed?" Jason asked with heat in his voice "Or did it lose its home due to war?"

"Technically yes with the home, but-" Talon began to say, only to be interrupted again.

"No! That's final Talon." Jason said resolutely.

"Dad! Let me finish!" Talon shouted into the phone.

"No! Stop arguing about it!" Jason replied, equally loud.

"It lost its wing!" Talon shouted "It hates humans, the same way I hate dragons! I lost a piece of myself when I learned Jeremy was killed!"

"That's comforting." Jason replied sarcastically "Talon, what makes you think that you can even train something like that?"

"Because I'm the first person that it's shown interest in!" Talon continued to explain loudly "We're connected somehow!"

"Oh please Talon." Jason huffed "Don't tell me you believe that do you?"

"Before coming here, no. But experiencing it, I have to say I do." Talon answered "I can't explain it, but we can relate to each other!" Then a lot more softly, he said "Dad, it's the only being that understands what I went through; what we went through."

Jason didn't say anything, giving Talon a hope that he won.

"My answer is still the same. No." Jason finally said.

"Dad, what did you ask me when I made my choice to come here?" Talon asked loudly, incredibly angry with his dad.

"Not to vent your anger on the teachers and students." His dad answered, his voice stern.

"The other thing that you asked me." Talon replied, rolling his eyes.

Jason didn't say anything, signaling to Talon that he finally had the upper hand on the argument.

"You asked me to be an asset here. To be my best, right?" Talon pressed. Hearing his dad say nothing, he then explained "Dr. Granson personally asked me to do this. She asked me to help train this Night Fury because I'm the only one that can. If you want me to be the best, to be the best asset to them, let me train this dragon."

Jason didn't say anything, he just kept on breathing into the microphone. After waiting for a minute, he finally asked "Do you think you can train it?"

"I'll make sure I have some progress with it." Talon said with a growl "Besides, if I don't, I won't have to worry about taking care of a dragon when I sign up."

"Wait until I talk to Dr. Granson, then I'll give you my final answer." Jason said quietly.

"She's right near me. I'll hand the phone off." Talon said, walking to the door. Opening it, he then said "She's right here."

Smiling, Dr. Granson took his phone and said "Hello Admiral."

Talon watched as he heard Dr. Granson continue to talk: "No sir, we don't expect anything to go wrong. No sir." She continued to say "There's always a possibility of a dragon attacking, not just from the Night Fury. No sir, we haven't had any attacks in the last three years. Yes sir, it was a student who tried to train a dragon without being properly instructed."

Talon continued to watch Dr. Granson, knowing that his dad was grilling her with questions about his safety.

"I understand that it's an issue that both you and your son have dealt with." Granson answered. Pausing for a second, she looked up at Talon. "Yes, I'm sorry. Dealing with." She corrected herself "No sir, he has the option to not train it. It is completely his choice." Not saying anything for a moment, she just kept on looking at Talon, making him nervous. "With all due respect sir, I know Talon better than he knows himself. I do believe he can, and will, train this dragon. He's already made more progress with it than anyone else since we brought it here."

Talon cringed at the word it. It was he, or him. It was someone, not something. Thinking about it, he silently scorned himself. He was supposed to hate dragons, not have feelings for them.

"Yes sir. Thank you sir. No, I'll let you tell him." She said, a small smile appearing on her face "Thank you sir, have a good day." Handing the phone towards Talon, she winked at him with a small smile growing on her face.

Taking the phone, he then said "Dad."

"I don't like this. Not one bit." Jason said angrily "I don't want to lose another son. Another family member."

"You won't dad. I prom-" Talon began to say, only to be cut off.

"But I will let you do it. If it's something you truly want to do." Jason continued to say "I want you to think about it tonight. Make your decision tomorrow; but whatever you choose, I support you."

"Thanks dad…" Talon said softly. He knew this was hard for his dad.

"Son, I did receive a report from Dr. Granson a few days ago." He began to say, causing Talon to sweat a little. "She said you're an exemplary student. Fighting the odds and staying caught up with other students. I'm proud son. You're doing exactly what I expected of you."

"Thanks dad…" Talon repeated, humbled by the comment.

"E-mail me your decision." Jason said "I won't be able to answer the phone for the next 72 hours."

"I understand. Take care dad." Talon whispered.

"Good-bye Talon." Jason replied. Hanging up the phone, he looked at Dr. Granson and said "He told me the same thing he told you."

"Good to hear Talon." She replied with a smile.

"If I may, due to my dad's request, I'd like to think this over. At least for tonight." Talon continued to say.

"Of course. Take all the time you need." She replied "Go ahead and take the day off from class. I think this is more pressing."

"Thank you doctor." Talon said, turning to walk out the door.

"Talon." Dr. Granson called out, causing him to turn around. Seeing she got his attention, she then said "I mean what I said when I talked to your dad, I've been following you closely; there is no doubt in my mine you'll be able to train this dragon. Oh, and would you mind telling Mr. Sharpp that we approved of his project. The lead surgeon will be visiting him shortly."

Nodding, he whispered "I will, and thank you Doctor." At that, he turned and walked out of the office, thinking about the choice he was going to make.

* * *

><p>"Talon?" Sadie called out, walking into the Night Fury's room. Seeing him stand in front of the glass, she turned and said "He's in here Jon."<p>

The two quickly walked in, looking at Talon curiously. He didn't even bother turning to greet them.

Sadie spoke first, stopping on the right side of him "Jon told me you were taken by Dr. Granson! What happened?"

"I don't know." Talon replied simply, watching the Night Fury sleep near the stream "I've been told it's an opportunity. But in my mind, it's like a court sentence."

"Care to explain?" Jon asked, looking at Talon with concern.

"Well, good news for you." Talon answered, looking at Jon "She told me that your project is approved, and the lead surgeon will be getting ahold of you."

"What!?" Jon exclaimed, staring at Talon with wide eyes.

The shout caught the Night Fury's attention, as it turned its head to where Jon had shouted. Growling, it then stood up on its feet, baring its teeth at them.

"Talon, tell me what happened! What did Dr. Granson talk to you about?" Sadie urged, looking at the angry Night Fury.

"She's asked me to train the Night Fury." He answered simply, letting both Jon and Sadie stare at him with wide eyes. "I got 'till tomorrow to say yes or no." he continued, watching the Night Fury thrash the ground under it.

"Why!? Why you?" Sadie asked, still shocked at the news.

"My thoughts exactly." Talon replied "There are so many other people that could do it."

"Don't be stupid Talon!" Jon said, pulling Talon's attention away from the Night Fury "You're the only person that dragon reacts too. The only one!"

"And?" Talon asked "Doesn't mean I know what to do IF I can calm it down. It's hard enough for me to be a 'friend' to you guys, let alone a beast!"

"You've been fine as a friend to us." Sadie reassured, stepping closer to Talon.

The Night Fury then roared, taking a massive leap from outside and landed feet from the glass. Sadie screamed as she backed up. Jon also jumped back about five feet. Talon, used to scare tactics like that, stood still. Squaring off with the Night Fury, he then said "I actually already made my mind up, I'm just trying to think of what I should do."

"You're going to try?" Sadie asked, walking slowly next to him, eyeing the angry dragon warily.

"I am. If I'm unable to train it, I don't have to worry about taking care of a dragon while in basic. If I do, then apparently I'll be in the history books."

"That's an understatement." Jon added "You'll be the second person in world history to train a Night Fury!"

"So, why are you here then?" Sadie asked, looking up at Talon with curiosity.

"Inspiration. A classic movie miracle. Anything really." Talon whispered "I have no idea what I want to do to train it. I'm at a loss."

The three then just stood there quietly, watching the Night Fury. It never took his eyes off Talon, but just stood there glaring at him, with his teeth bared at him. Its light blue eyes seemed to be cutting through the glass. It was filled with a determination.

A smile grew on Sadie's face as she noticed the determination, to which she lightly pushed Talon while teasing him. "I bet he'd love the chance to fight you. That'd be interesting to watch actually."

Talon's head perked a little. Staring at the Night Fury, he then whispered "Say that again."

"What? That he'd like to fight you?" Sadie repeated, confused at what Talon was getting at.

His eyes widening, he then said "I…I need to talk to Dr. Granson. Now!" At that, he turned and ran out of the room; leaving Jon, Sadie, and the Night Fury staring at him as he rushed out the doors.

* * *

><p>"Hey Sadie!" Jon said excitedly, shouldering his backpack as he watched her walk out of her dorm building. The cool, moist air showed his breath as he talked.<p>

"Hey Jon! Ready to go to Dragon Island?" She said, smiling at the excited Jon. Clutching her coat that hung over her arm, she also checked her backpack "If I didn't know better, you'd already be there if you could!"

"Is it that obvious?" He asked, looking a little embarrassed "I've been dreaming of this occasion for years!"

"Me too." Sadie replied with a smile "What kind of dragon are you wanting to train?"

"I'm torn. I'm leaning towards a Monstrous Nightmare, or a Hideous Zippleback." Jon said, walking with her towards the ferry. The trip they'd be going on would be three days. They figured that going to another island would be a good break from the monotonous. And give them opportunities to train other kinds of dragons.

"A Nightmare huh?" Sadie repeated with a smile, letting him walk with her "Why that?"

"Mainly because it's big." Jon replied "I don't really have a reason, I've just always liked them."

"Fair enough." Sadie agreed, shrugging at the reason.

"What about you?" Jon asked, looking down at her.

"I don't know. I'm torn between the Scuttleclaw and the Deadly Nadder." She answered, with a little frustration in her voice "They're related dragons, I just don't know!"

"Sounds like you're choosing between two good things." Jon said, trying to help her.

"I know, I guess we have a 16 hour boat ride to figure it out." She said with a smile. Looking around, she then asked "Where's Talon?"

"Don't know." Jon replied simply "He was out of the room before I woke up."

"Hmm…" She huffed "I thought he'd at least say bye before we go."

"Will I do?" A voice said out loud, behind the two.

Turning, they saw the annoying kid, the one that picked on Talon.

Frowning, Sadie then quickly said "No, you're just making me wish I could leave sooner."

"Sure, you say that…" The kid laughed, butting in between her and Jon "But no girl can say no to Peter Booth."

"Peter is it?" Sadie said, turning away from him and leaving him "Well Peter, this girl is smarter than the ones that fell for you. Good-bye tubby."

Jon snorted as he followed her away from him.

"Yeah, keep laughing with yourself, chopsticks." Peter growled, pushing Jon away from Sadie. Stepping in-between him and her again, he added "But when you see me on the back of the Night Fury, we'll see who's laughing then!"

Dropping his backpack from the push, he turned to face Peter with anger on his face. Before he could say anything, they heard someone say: "If you're training the Night Fury, step in line." All three of them turned to see Talon walking towards them. Wearing his workout sweats and sweatshirt with his hood up, he squared up to Peter as he said "And now that I know your name, how about that fight you promised me? I got all ready for the occasion."

Peter looked at Talon, seeing his hands taped up with gloves on them like a MMA fighter. Ignoring the threat of a fight, Peter then asked "What do you mean there's a line for the Night Fury?"

"I mean, you'll have to go through me if you want to try and train him." Talon growled, his eyes narrowing.

"What!?" Peter shouted, his eyes filling with anger.

Sadie and Jon smiled at his reaction. It was the first time Talon had him on the ropes, and was making him look like an idiot.

"I'm training it. At least attempting too." Talon informed, not backing down from his stance "If you have a problem with that, you can either fight me for it; or you can talk to Dr. Granson. I personally hope you choose the first."

"I'll kill you!" Peter growled, realizing what Talon was doing to him.

"Try." Talon spat back, raising his fists to prepare for a punch "I will ruin you."

Realizing that he lost the argument, and that Talon would probably kick his butt, Peter just pathetically said "Next time, I won't be so nice."

"Since that's what you've shown all the times I've run into you." Talon growled. Pointing his finger at Peter, he then said "You touch my friends one more time, I will personally beat the shit out of you. I don't care if I get expelled. You understand?"

Peter just growled, narrowing his eyes at Talon.

"Do. You. Understand?" Talon repeated, stepping up to Peter.

"…yes…" he reluctantly said, his face flushing red with anger.

"Good. That's your last warning." Talon growled "Now get out of here!"

Peter turned and stormed off, letting loose a stream of curse words as he walked off.

"Thanks Talon." Jon said, watching Peter disappear.

"No problem, it was nice to see him squirm a little." Talon replied, picking up Jon's backpack. Handing it to him, he then said "Thought I'd run to catch you guys. Before the ferry leaves."

"Where've you been?" Jon asked, shouldering his backpack again.

"I had to get some things ready." Talon replied "I'm going to try and make some progress with the Night Fury today."

"Really!? Do you want us to stay?" Sadie asked, shocked that he was trying to do something right away.

"And stop you from living your dream? I'll be fine." Talon replied "Besides, I really don't think that I'll make that much progress. This'll be baby steps I'm sure."

The ferry horn then sounded off, being a ten minute warning. Turning to Talon, Jon then said "Good luck Talon, don't do anything drastic with it."

"Don't worry, I'll be fine." Talon replied, letting a small smile grow on his face.

Sadie, walked up and hugged him, saying "Be careful. Whatever you're going to do."

Taken back by the gesture, Talon awkwardly hugged her back. "I will. You guys be safe too. I'm not the only one going to be at risk of training dragons."

"Don't worry Talon, compared to a Night Fury, the other dragons are like big kittens." Sadie assured, smiling at him.

"Yeah, kittens with lots of teeth." Jon huffed sarcastically.

Gently pushing them away, Talon then said "Get going. That ferry isn't going to wait for anyone.

Turning to run with the other kids that were running late, Sadie and Jon waved good-bye.

Watching them run to the dock, Talon then turned and began to walk to where the Night Fury's personal outside caged room. Walking through the historic, restored village, he turned to see the sun begin to rise. It was going to be a long day, and that's if everything went well.

Shaking his head, he turned to resume his walk.

Getting near the hospital, he saw a group of students standing near the cage, ready for the Night Fury's room to be opened up so it could go outside. In the caged off area was an old, beat up statue, worn by the years and use.

Walking inside the building, he saw Professor Richards waiting for him.

"Talon." Professor Richards greeted, seeing him walk up "Dr. Granson told me of your plan. Do you think it'll work?"

"I hope so. You said yourself that dragons and riders have to bond with each other. I'm thinking fighting is a possible way. It's always angry and I'm sure it's unable to vent." Talon explained. Turning down the hallway, he then said "But I'd like to be alone. At least not have people staring it down."

"Don't worry. I'm putting a perimeter around the caged area. That way you won't have anyone interfering with it." Richards said, watching Talon Walk through the doors that led to its room.

"Thanks; I'll make sure to tell you if I make any progress." Talon announced, letting the doors close behind him.

Walking into the room, he turned to see the Night Fury looking at the punching bag he had placed outside of the glass. The Night Fury had a curious look on his face, as if trying to figure out what it was. His eyes were big and wide, almost like a puppy. Using his front right claws, he tried to tap at it through the glass.

Realizing that it hadn't noticed him, Talon quietly walked over to a control panel in the wall next to him. Pressing one of the buttons, he opened up the back wall that led outside.

The Night Fury, instantly whirled around, staring at the wall. Realizing it was opening, he turned to face see who had opened it up. Seeing Talon, his eyes narrowed and he growled at him. Opening his one wing, he quickly made himself look larger.

Making sure the microphone was on, so the dragon could hear him through the glass, he then said "Yeah, I bet you're glad to see me. I've been pretty annoying lately huh? Talking to you like a friend, staring at you while you sleep, yeah, pretty sure you're going to kill me when you get the chance."

The Night Fury didn't do or say anything to hint that he acknowledged the comment. He just kept on staring at him with his steel cold, light blue eyes.

"Names Talon." Talon continued to say, watching the Night Fury stare him down, as he usually tried to do. "Brought you a present." He added, walking towards the glass wall. Gesturing to look, he said "Thought it might keep you entertained."

Slowly, the Night Fury reluctantly tore its gaze off of Talon. Turning, he saw the massive statue placed in his cage. Slowly crawling towards it, he got himself ready to see if it would lunge out at him. Walking outside, he then sniffed the statue. Unsure of what it was for, he turned towards Talon to see him taking off his sweatpants and sweatshirt. Watching him warily, he stepped back into his room, trying to see what Talon was doing.

"Trust me." Talon said, taking off his shirt that he had on and pulling up his gym shorts "This is probably the best way I know of to let some steam out; or in your case, some fire." Jumping up and down, he then began warm himself up as he bounced towards the punching bag. Letting his body take over, he imagined the bag as a person. Feeling himself get pumped as he moved closer, he quickly jabbed out at the bag, following with a hard swing from his left hand.

The Night Fury stared at the spectacle, watching Talon beat on the bag. Letting himself relax a little, he continued to watch the angry looking kid continue to punch away at the object.

Talon, letting the familiar rage build up inside of him, kept on wailing on the bag. Moving with the speed of small lighting strikes, he kept the combo up, swinging this way and that. Seeing an opportunity open up, he raised his leg and kneed the bag as hard as he could. He saw it violently swing back, giving him a satisfying feeling. Timing his fists and knees with the way the bag was swinging, he kept on smacking it, left and right.

The Night Fury kept on watching the bag, seeing it move wildly around.

Jumping back, Talon turned to see the Night Fury watching the bag. Taking a breather, he then gestured with his glove "Go on, try it with yours. Breathe fire or something."

The Night Fury's expression darkened as Talon tried to tell it what to do. Glaring at him, the dragon simply sat on its haunches, trying to make Talon leave.

Sighing, Talon could see that he wasn't going to give in to even try out the statue. Slightly defeated, Talon simply leaned against the wall behind him. Looking back at the dragon, he then muttered "Wish I didn't have this wall in between us." Then a thought came to his mind. A crazy one; but honestly, and ironically, it made more sense in his mind. If he couldn't get the dragon's trust first, he was going to have to make the first move in that regard. Taking a deep breath, he quickly pulled his sweatshirt over him. Everything in his mind was screaming at him for coming up with such a risky, and frankly terrible idea.

Looking at the Night Fury, he let out a long sigh and walked over to the control panel. Taking a deep breath, he pushed a button. A loud mechanical click sounded off. Turning, he then walked over to where the glass door was.

The Night Fury looked at him, wondering what he was doing. Watching him get closer to the door, the dragon was surprised to see the door open.

Talon, not believing what he was doing, left the door open. The cool morning air flooded his senses as he turned around and walked towards the punching bag. The stand that held the bag up, had wheels on it; to which he pulled it along with him.

The dragon stared at the open door, wondering what Talon was doing. Seeing bag get wheeled in, he quickly growled as Talon pushed it in the glass room.

"Easy boy, just relocating." Talon said quietly. Cursing himself for being this crazy, he knew full well what would happen if his dad knew what he was doing. He wouldn't have to worry about being killed by a dragon.

Setting in a position that he liked, he began to take quick jabs at the bag. The Night Fury stared at him, wondering what he was doing. Watching Talon continue to pound the weighted bag, he then began to inch towards the bag.

Seeing the dragon move closer, Talon stepped away; letting the dragon have more room.

Watching Talon carefully, the Night Fury then raised his front right claw and jabbed at the bag. Seeing it swing at the touch, he hit it a little harder. Starting to smile, he then jabbed it with enough force that it swung back and forth.

Talon slowly made his way to the other side of the bag. Seeing the Night Fury focused on the swinging bag, he gently tapped the bag as the Night Fury pushed it towards him. Looking at Talon in surprise, the dragon leapt backwards a few feet, his eyes narrowing and growling at him.

"It's ok." Talon whispered "We can share." Punching the bag, he pushed it towards the Night Fury. Letting it swing, Talon then said "Come on…"

Slowly, the dragon crawled ever so slowly towards the bag. Eyeing Talon with caution, he then lightly pushed the bag back.

"There ya' go…" Talon whispered, pushing the bag back towards the black dragon.

Seeing what Talon was doing, the dragon again clawed at the swinging bag, pushing it back.

"See…not so scary is it." Talon smiled, punching the bag as it swung to him. Looking at the Night Fury, now with wide, investigative eyes, he couldn't believe that he made progress with it in such little time. "Hope you learn to trust me…" Talon whispered with a small, satisfied smile "Because that's what I'm doing with you right now…"


	6. Chapter 6

_**Chapter Six**_

"Commander Anarcia." King quietly, yet boldly addressed; walking into the command center.

"Ah, Skull King. Welcome." Anarcia replied, turning around to face the armored man. Gesturing to a screen, he then said "Your convoy is here. I'm having them deliver your package to your building that you designated for it."

"Thank you commander." King answered, nodding his head "This will help our cause. I promise you."

"May I ask what it is that you're building?" Anarcia asked, staring at King quizzically.

Behind the skull mask, King smiled; knowing no one could see it. "The future."

"Care to fill me in with how?" Anarcia asked, a vein bulging out of his neck out of frustration.

"A machine. Which will let us go to the past." King simply replied, not wanting to give too much details.

"A time machine?" Anarcia asked, scoffing at the thought.

"Not exactly. A science machine." King answered simply.

Motioning for him to follow, Anarcia then said "Come with me. We'll only be a minute."

Not showing any emotion, King followed Anarcia. Walking into a different conference room, he let the doors close behind him. Standing there, he waited for Anarcia to try and lecture him.

Walking behind the central table, he then turned and planted both hands on the surface of it. Taking a moment to collect his thoughts, he then very angrily said "King…I've been very patient with you and your demands, as well as tried to meet you and your riders every single need." Looking at King with a burning glare, he then demanded "I think the least I deserve is to know what exactly you're going to be doing for the next two months."

"You're wrong, commander." King replied, his black eyes narrowing "You deserve much less. The only reason why you got this far was because of me and my riders. And as far as demands and promises go, we fulfilled our end of the deal. Don't think for one second that we owe you anything."

Anarcia just glared at King. The relationship between his armies and the dragon riders were…stressed, to say the least. It was true that he hadn't held any of the promises from the beginning; but with most of those out of the way, now it felt like he had no control over them. "Whatever you want to think, King." Shaking his head, he then looked down at the table and said "Listen King, since we've done the blitz strategy, we haven't been working together very well." Looking back up at King, he then said "I want to know what you're doing, so I can know whether to focus on defending, or attacking."

"I understand commander." King replied gruffly "Though I'm glad you recognize this, I do not want you to think we are submitted to you. We joined you with the notion that we would be able to help each other accomplish our goals."

"I guess I have to ask if your goals include The Deprived!" Anarcia growled loudly, standing up straight.

"It will if you allow us to do what we need to, unhindered." King replied, venom in his voice.

"And that's what I'm asking! What are you going to be doing!?" Anarcia shouted, his face flushing red.

Realizing that Anarcia was losing his patience, as was he, King simply explained with "We're going to the past to get a weapon."

"A weapon from the past?" Anarcia repeated, confused at the explanation "What does the past have that would help us?"

"Said the commander who has no problem sending dragons to do his dirty work that his own troops can't do." King fired back, his eyes narrowing "We're seeking after a weapon that will help us control the skies and the ground."

"What is it!?" Anarcia asked, flushing red as he couldn't get a straightforward answer.

"All you need to know, is that we're going to be back with enough firepower to sink fleets, blow jets out of the sky, and crush even the largest tank divisions you will face." King replied "As far as details go, I'll just say we're assembling it here, and then transporting it to our target."

"Can you tell me your target at least?" Anarcia growled "So I can make my own plans?"

"Berk. Specifically the old island, known as Dragon Island." King replied simply. Turning around he began to walk out of the room "It'll take us a few weeks to assemble it, test it, and then load it. I will inform you before we leave."

Anarcia stared at King as he walked out, unable to stop him. Letting the doors close, he then drove his fist through the drywall. Letting the frustration vent a little, he then quietly said "King, tread lightly. I will not tolerate any kind of treason, or a hint of rebelliousness anymore."

* * *

><p>"Wow, this is incredible." Jon said, walking along the rocky beach. Looking around, he saw three Deadly Nadders fly over where they were standing.<p>

"I suddenly got more nervous." Sadie quickly added, hiking up a small incline.

After the 16 hour boat ride, and the longest night of waiting for the sun to rise; the two were finally able to go and find their dragons; after a lengthy safety discussion. Kids all split up, leaving in groups to explore the barren island.

"So, what do you think? Should we go together, or split up." Jon asked, staring up at the center mountain of the island.

"I was actually wanting to split up." Sadie answered, a little sheepishly "I kind of want to do this by myself."

"I get what you mean." Jon replied, nodding at her reasoning "It'll be a little more special. At least to ourselves." Secretly, he had actually wanted to stay with her; but he just agreed with what she wanted.

"Meet you back at camp in a few hours? For lunch?" Sadie asked with a smile.

"Eh…how about at nightfall? I brought my own with me." Jon suggested, smiling back at her.

"Sounds good! See you later tonight Jon!" Sadie yelled, jogging down the other side of the hill they were standing on; heading deeper into the island.

Waving bye, Jon then turned towards the seashore. Taking a deep breath, he began to head that way. He knew that Monstrous Nightmares loved fish, and usually stayed near ample sources of it; whether ponds, shallow bays, even streams.

Walking around a boulder, he saw two Gronckles growling at each other. Though he had seen dragons fight before, he was a lot more nervous because he was now alone. Feeling his heart jump into his throat, he then quickly backed away from the two and headed closer to the shoreline.

"No Nightmare would stay near those two while they're fighting." He justified "They'd get annoyed being by those two."

Walking closer to the seashore, he then heard a commotion up ahead. Curious, he walked around another large boulder and to his surprise a whole mass of dragons, circled around something. Surprised to see Nightmares, Gronckles, Nadders, Zipplebacks, Hobblegrunts, and even Scuttleclaws near each other; and also wondering what they were circled around, he started to climb up the boulder he walked around. Pulling himself on top, he then stood up to see what was in the center. Gasping, he saw a Sliquifier backed into a corner and into a small crevice. He knew that Sliquifiers were better fighters in the sea, and with it being teamed up by all the other dragons, he knew it wouldn't last long in a fight.

Desperately, he frantically looked around for anyone nearby, even though he knew it was a useless to attempt to get help. Even if he left to get help back at camp, the time it would take him to come back, the Sliquifier would probably be killed. Thinking, he then remembered something that was given to all the students that came. A fake eel. Just in case a dragon did get a little too aggressive, everyone had an eel in their backpack to scare the dragon away.

Jumping down from his rock, he then swung his backpack over and began to search it. A Nadder noticed him, to which it bristled its spines that were along its tail.

Freezing, Jon looked up at the Nadder with fear in his eyes. Then his hand felt something joyous, his fake eel. Without thinking, he yanked it out of his pack and shown it to the Nadder.

Screeching, the Nadder then launched into the air, terrified of the fake black and yellow eel.

The rest of the dragons turned to see what chased off the Nadder, only to stare in horror at the eel being held up by the lone person.

"Get away from him!" He shouted, walking towards the dragons. As he approached them, the dragons took off and flew away to escape the terror that was approaching them. He tried to not scare away the Nightmares, as he still wanted to try and train one; but failed as the last one flew away. With his heart pumping at the turn of events, he realized what he had done as he watched the last Nightmare disappear. Sighing, he then slid the eel back into his pack, this time in a place where he could access it if needed.

Making sure his backpack was zipped up, he slung it over his shoulder and looked up to see the Sliquifier's face staring right at his.

"Wha!" He shouted out of surprised, jumping back. Though he's always wanted to train his own dragon for the longest time, the Sliquifier put him on edge; mainly because he was alone with no one around. Seeing it almost smile at him, he then slightly relaxed. Slowly, he began to walk around it, saying "Stay out of trouble next time. I don't know if you'll be lucky like you were today.

The Sliquifier then moved its head in front of Jon, blocking his path and still smiling at him. Its long neck allowed it to move with Jon without needing to walk.

"Bugger me." Jon said with a hint of frustration, trying to move around it.

The Sliquifier then rubbed its head into his chest, forcing him to stroke its chin.

"Oh, come now." Jon whispered impatiently, scratching the chin of the friendly dragon. Looking at it in the eyes, he then said "Listen here, you seem very nice and all; but I need to get going!"

The Sliquifier then moved its head out of the way for him, allowing him to continue his path.

"Thank you!" Jon huffed, walking with a quick pace. Moving along the seashore, he glanced over at a few Terrible Terrors fighting over a half-eaten fish. Ignoring them, he continued on his path. Focusing on trying to find any kind of sign of a Nightmare, he barely heard a rock get kicked away. Turning around, he saw the Sliquifier following him, looking at him curiously.

"Oh for the love of…" Jon whined, realizing that it wouldn't leave him alone. Looking at it, he then said "Alright, you can come along until I find a Nightmare. Deal?"

The Sliquifier growled, understanding what Jon was saying. Moving its head lower to Jon, it then rubbed against him, as if still thanking him.

"Heh, you know, you're not that bad of a dragon." Jon said gently, reaching up and petting it. Then it hit him. He was petting a dragon. A real life dragon! Staring at it with wide eyes, he then whispered "Well blow me down…" He didn't even mean to, and he had already earned the trust of a wild dragon! A Sliquifier!"

Taking in the moment, he then sat down on the rocky beach, staring up at the Sliquifier.

The Sliquifier then laid down next to him, laying its head in his lap.

Looking over the light green dragon that growled as he continued to scratch its head, he stared at in dismay. The purple fins that highlighted its tail and neck seemed to glow as he continued to let it lay in his lap. All this time, he wanted to train a Monstrous Nightmare, but instead trained this friendly dragon. And to him, it felt right. Though he didn't really know much about Tidal class dragons, he had a feeling he'd find out soon enough.

"Now…what would you like your name to be?" Jon asked, looking down at the dragon that lay its head on his lap.

* * *

><p>"Alright Scuttleclaws…Time to see if you're as playful as you're described to be." Sadie whispered, seeing two of them fly over her. Seeing them land in a cave on a cliff face, about 50 feet up, she quickly began to walk towards it. Her breath began to shorten as she found herself staring directly up at the cave. This was it. The moment she's been dreaming for since she saw dragons. She's been able to pet them and be around them her whole life, but this was going to be between her and her own dragon. Her own personal friend.<p>

Determined, she dropped her pack and began to scale up the cliff face. Using the jagged rocks that were staggered on top of each other, she was able to make easy work out of the climb. Just feet away from the entrance to the cave, she rested for a second to think of what she would do.

"Alright, just approach them gently. Make sure they understand that I respect them. Be playful." She reviewed quietly to herself, closing her eyes as she tried to quell the anxious feeling that seemed to be growing inside of her.

Taking a few deep breaths, she then hoisted herself up into the entrance of the cave. Rolling into the cave, she looked up to find herself staring directly into the face of Scuttleclaw; not even a foot away. The sight took her breath away. She had prepared herself to approach them, not to be approached.

The light blue with a white accent Scuttleclaw began to eye her warily, trying to understand why she was up in their cave. Behind it was a purple and green one, also staring at her.

"He-Hey there…" Sadie stuttered, staring at the first one with wide eyes. She didn't even dare try to stand up.

The Scuttleclaw then growled, moving closer to Sadie. Already forgetting her list of things to do, she just stared at it as it came closer to her. Nuzzling against her jacket, the dragon nibbled on it. Grabbing it with its mouth, it pulled her up onto her feet.

Looking at the Scuttleclaw, she saw it continue to eye her, but with a smile on its face. Looking at her at eye level, it began to bob its head up and down with its wings spread; as if trying to have her do something.

Confused that the dragon had picked her up, and now trying to communicate with her; she slowly extended her hand towards it.

Seeing what she was doing, the Scuttleclaw then growled at her, narrowing its eyes at her.

"What? What do you want?" She breathed out, her heart pumping a hundred miles an hour. All the lessons, all the mental preparedness wasn't helping her. It was so different from reading what to do, versus actually doing it.

Seeing her back off, and also stare at it in confusion, the Scuttleclaw then slowly approached her, sniffing her jacket.

Freezing in place, all she could do was stare at the dragon's curious eyes. As the dragon walked around her, she was able to see that it was a female. "Hey girl, whatcha' doing? Want something from me?"

Completing a full circle, the Scuttleclaw let out a cheerful squawk. Smiling, she then immediately pressed her head against Sadie's body, rubbing against her.

"Oh!" Sadie gasped, not believing that the dragon essentially chose her. Slowly, even a little hesitantly, she extended her hand out. Slowly petting the dragon's side, she was surprised to see the Scuttleclaws face right in hers. Squawking, it then jumped on her, pinning her on the ground. Licking her face, it just kept on squawking happily.

"Hey girl!" Sadie laughed, with her air being pushed out of her lungs from the pressure. Pushing the Scuttleclaw off of her, she slowly rolled to her side. Taking in deep breaths, trying to understand what had just happened; she looked up to see the Scuttleclaw smiling and flapping its wings excitedly. Slowly, she stood up and extended her hand out towards it.

Seeing what she was doing, the Scuttleclaw lowered its head, and pushed it into her hand.

Sadie's breath left her. She had just made a bond with a dragon. Her own dream was now coming to life. Smiling, she let the Scuttleclaw use her hand as a scratching post. The light blue dragon was everything she had hoped for. Friendly, outgoing, and most importantly, understanding.

"How about we go back to camp? Get you measured out for a saddle…" Sadie whispered, taking a step back.

Smiling, the Scuttleclaw followed.

Not believing that it was following, she then whispered "I think I've got a name for you…"

* * *

><p>"Jon!" Sadie cried out, staring at him as he walked into the light of the camp. Having spent the entire day with their dragons, they both finally arrived at the camp. Staring at the Sliquifier that walked closely behind him, she wasn't the only one that was gaping at the Tidal class dragon. "You trained a dragon too!? What about the Nightmare?"<p>

"Wait, you mean that you trained a Scuttleclaw!?" Jon asked in bewilderment, ignoring the question and staring at the light blue dragon standing with her.

"Yeah, she more or less picked me!" Sadie laughed, rubbing the chin of her dragon. Turning back to Jon, she then asked "So, what made you change your mind?"

Laughing, Jon explained "I didn't really have a choice! Kind of like you, I didn't have a choice!"

"Care to elaborate?" Sadie asked, walking up slowly to the bigger dragon.

"She was being picked on." Jon began to say, resting his hand on his dragon's wing. Then a lot quieter, whispered "Took me an hour to see that she was a girl." Then a lot more loudly, continued to say "So I used my eel to scare off all the dragons that were fighting her. After that, she wouldn't leave me be! So after realizing what I did, and the fact that she was literally five feet from me at all times, I just stuck with it; it feels right at least."

"Sliquifiers are incredibly loyal." Sadie said, finally approaching the light green dragon, she rested her hand on its neck "She probably decided to stay with you since she knows you'll protect her."

"I don't know much about the Tidal class dragons." Jon admitted, smiling up at his dragon "But I'm thinking I'm going to have to fly with a scuba tank!"

"What did you decide to call her?" Sadie asked, turning to pet her Scuttleclaw.

"It took me a bit of thinking." Jon said, not taking his eyes off his dragon "But I decided to call her Neo. Mainly because she has a neon green and purple color; that and she seems to like the name."

Neo then growled, lowering her head into his chest.

Laughing, he began to rub her head furiously, trying to lower the energetic feeling he had. Turning to Sadie, he then asked "What about you? How'd you find your Scuttleclaw? I mean, how many kids trained their dragons on the first day?"

"We're two of five." Sadie laughed "We're the lucky ones!" Looking at her dragon, she then explained "Salient here basically picked me when we met."

"Salient?" Jon asked, raising an eyebrow at the name.

"Yeah, it means important, or very notable." Sadie explained, rubbing Salient's chin "And it starts with S. So we have that in common with our names."

"Fair reason." Jon said with a smile, shaking his head.

"Anyways, I saw her land in a cave above me. So I climbed up and tried to train her." Salient then pressed her head into Sadie's chest, pushing her back. Laughing, Sadie let Salient continue to push against her, enjoying every second of it. Finally pushing the energetic dragon away, she finished her story saying "Turns out she trained me! As soon as I entered the cave, she picked me up, inspected me, and then tackled me! I hardly did a thing!"

"That's great!" Jon laughed, seeing Salient run in a circle around Sadie "She's exactly what Professor Richards said about them. Hyperactive!"

"Very much so! She hasn't slowed down since we met!" Sadie laughed, letting Salient grab her jacket with her mouth.

Jerking the jacket off of her, Salient then took off running with it; waving it around.

"Salient!" Sadie cried out, laughing as she watched her dragon run around a few tents and then try to hide behind one.

"Hey, your phone fell out." Jon said, walking to a spot where Salient ran by. Kneeling down, he picked it up and checked the screen. "Whoa! Seventeen new messages!" he cried out, looking at the screen. Looking up at Sadie, he then laughed "You're miss popular aren't you?"

"Ugh, it's my friends Rebecca and Tracey. They've been texting me since I got back to camp." Sadie huffed, rolling her eyes as she walked up to Jon.

"They stayed at Berk?" he asked, handing the phone to her.

"Yeah. Rebecca has been trying to hook up with Talon." Sadie replied, checking the phone for cracks.

"Maybe better see what they want. Seventeen is a lot!" Jon said, walking towards Neo.

"Fine, I guess I will…" Sadie growled, feeling that it was ruining the moment.

"Where do I get Neo measured for a saddle?" Jon asked, looking around the camp.

"Back at the ferry. They have a station set up there." Sadie replied, looking at the phone and walking to where Salient was trying to hide.

"Great, be back in a second." Jon laughed, seeing Sadie's miserable face. Walking to where the ferry beached itself, he couldn't help but smile as he saw everyone stare at the Sliquifier. Feeling proud and happy, he then was jerked back and lifted into the air. Trying to turn around, he was surprised to see Neo carry him towards the ferry.

"Oh! Uh…thanks Neo!" Jon said, hanging there awkwardly.

Kids watching were laughing at the sight, seeing Jon dangle helplessly.

Embarrassed at first, he quickly shook it off as he just laughed at the thought of Neo carrying him everywhere. Proud of his dragon, he immediately went into a somber mood. He remembered when Richards explained that dragons were not just a pet or a trophy, but a friend. Thinking for a second, he then said "Neo, put me down please."

Neo lowered her head and placed him on the ground. Whirling around, he began to pet her. Being near the ferry, he then said "Go on Neo, go for a swim real quick. I'm sure you'd like that huh?"

Roaring, Neo suddenly got excited. Running towards the water, she then stopped and turned to face Jon.

"Go ahead! I'll be right here!" Jon said with a smile. Sitting himself down on the rocky beach, he then waved her to go on.

Roaring, Neo then bolted into the water. Swimming at incredible speeds, she started to glow slightly. Jon stared as the light green light bolted this way and that under the ferry and then out farther into the ocean.

Smiling, he then whispered to himself "Well, I guess this is me trusting you. Hope you come back."

"Jon!" Sadie's voice frantically called out behind him.

Turning, he looked at her with concern. Her voice was panicked, and sounding emotional. Standing up, he let her run to him. Salient was right behind her as well, with a concerned look on her face.

"Sadie, what's going on?" he asked, seeing her stop just inches from him.

Breathing heavily, she then looked up at him with tears in her eyes.

"Sadie! What's happened!?" he shouted, a level of panic rushing over his body. Other people came to see what was wrong, unsure of what to do.

"It's…its Talon." She gasped out, trying to breathe, speak, and cry at the same time "There's been an accident!"

"What!? What kind of accident!?" Jon shouted, staring at her with wide eyes.

"I don't know exactly! Rebecca just kept on saying in the texts 'It was the Night Fury! It was the Night Fury!"

Jon felt dead inside. His friend was hurt, who was a 16 hour boat ride away; with who knows what happened to him, and he couldn't do a thing about it. The suddenly perfect day completely went to ruin. Looking at Sadie, he just shook his head in disbelief.

"What do we do?" She asked, looking at him in the eyes. The people around them suddenly began to chatter loudly, talking about how the Night Fury attacked a kid.

Looking around, Jon then said "I'm going to have a word our supervisor. Keep an eye out for Neo, she went for a swim."

"What are you going to ask him?" Sadie asked, watching Jon turn around and make his way to the ferry.

"A favor." He replied, walking up the ramp that led inside.

* * *

><p>"Dr. Granson!" Sadie called out, running into the waiting room where she, Professor Richards, and a tall military man stood. Jon was right behind her.<p>

Jon was able to talk to Dr. Granson from the ferry, and consequently had the school's helicopter come pick them up, since they still weren't allowed to ride their dragons just yet. Their dragons flew with the helicopter, and were in their own rooms in the school's hospital; just to keep them there.

"Who are you two?" The uniformed man demanded, turning to face them.

His presence intimidated both of them. Taking a step back, Sadie quickly said "We're Talon's friends!"

"Admiral Coaber, these two were close to Talon." Dr. Granson explained, stepping up to the kids "Sadie Bryson helped him study." Gesturing to Jon, she then said "Jon Sharpp is his roommate. He also helped Talon."

Admiral Coaber just grunted. Turning to Dr. Granson, he then firmly asked "What happened to my son?"

"We're still trying to figure it all out, Admiral." Dr. Granson replied quickly.

"What's so hard to figure out what happened!?" Jason roared, his voice carrying his anger and hate "That damn dragon, the one that you assured me Talon could train, almost killed him!"

"We don't know Talon's side of the story." Professor Richards explained, seeing the Admiral lose his patience.

"Weren't there other students? Didn't you say there were witnesses?" Jason interrogated, switching his attention to Richards.

"Uh…yes…there were." Richards reluctantly agreed to.

"And?" Jason asked, eyeing Richards angrily.

"They said the Night Fury broke out of its cage when Talon was talking to them. Bit his arm and dragged him around." Richards explained "Fortunately, one of the kids trained a Monstrous Nightmare earlier; stopped the Night Fury before Talon could be killed. Unfortunately, it was also injured in the fight."

Jason went strangely calm, putting everyone on edge. Turning to Dr. Granson, he then firmly said "Doctor. I want you to put the Night Fury down."

"Admiral!" Dr. Granson exclaimed, shocked at the request.

"If you don't, I'll take matters into my own hands." Jason threatened, glaring at her with cold, hate-filled eyes.

Though the situation was intense, Sadie couldn't help but think about what Richards said. Turning to Jon, she whispered "Talon was talking to others?"

"That's what I thought he said." Jon whispered back, ignoring the protests from both Dr. Granson and Professor Richards. "I just wasn't sure."

"It doesn't make sense. He never talked to anyone really. Especially when he's focused on a goal or something." Sadie pointed out quietly.

"What are you two talking about?" Jason Coaber demanded, seeing them in conversation.

Taken back by the order, Sadie was the first to recover. "Sorry sir. It's just that Talon's story doesn't make sense."

"How so? An angry, un-tamable dragon attacked him and put him in the hospital." Jason summed up.

"No, not that part." Sadie quickly said "The part of him talking to others. Outside of the cage."

"Why is that odd?" Dr. Granson asked, looking at the two with curiosity.

Jon then spoke up "He never talked to anyone. We were his only friends!"

"Out of curiosity, who were these witnesses?" Sadie asked, raising an eyebrow to Richards.

"Peter Booth, Arthur Skeller, and Florence Dillan." Richards answered "They too had injuries from the dragon attack. Peter is suffering from a broken nose, and Arthur was knocked unconscious. All of them have scrapes and bruises. "

"Ugh…Peter!" Sadie growled, face palming her head.

"Why? What's wrong?" Jason asked, seeing they knew something.

"Peter was a bully to Talon since we all arrived here. Well trying to be a bully." Sadie explained "Talon was ready to fight him, but never had the chance. Yesterday, when we were leaving on the ferry, Talon confronted Peter; put him in his place." Looking at Richards and Granson, she added "I don't know if the Night Fury was the reason for the attack, but I wouldn't trust Peter's and his friend's statements."

Jason's expression darkened, seeing that the truth of what happened still hinged on his son. With a tired, exhausted, and frankly worn face, he let out a long sigh of built up anger; trying to vent it a different way other than shouting.

Before anyone could say anything, the school's doctor walked in through the doors. Everyone instantly turned to see what the doctor had to say.

With a saddened expression, he turned to Jason and asked "Do you want me to tell you alone? Or with…"

"It's fine. I'm sure everyone here would like to know what happened to him." Jason replied. Turning to Jon and Sadie, he then said "Unless you two don't want to listen."

"We told him we're going to be with him to the end." Jon answered, a little defiantly "That's not going to change now."

Nodding only once, Jason turned to the doctor and asked "How bad is he?"

"His arm was essentially severed off. In fact, more than half of it was missing by the time we got him in here." The doctor began to explain, looking Jason with understanding eyes "The only thing holding it in place were pieces of skin and one strand of muscle. With the dragon saliva in the wound risking high chances of infection, and the arm already at a loss, we had to amputate it."

"What!?" Jason screamed, his eyes bulging out "You took his arm!?"

"What was left of it. Clear up to the shoulder." The doctor replied, looking at Jason with a saddened expression "I'm sorry, Admiral. If there were another way, we would have done it. Even now, we still have to worry about an infection in the shoulder. If it gets infected, he'll be fighting infection throughout his body."

Jason just stared at the doctor with an angry expression. Realizing that it was useless arguing, he just closed his eyes and whispered "What else happened to him."

"He has some nasty bruises along his body; probably from being dragged around." The doctor continued to say "A mild concussion, and a sprained wrist."

"Is that all?" Jason asked weakly, thinking of Talon being an amputee. So many men in the service would rather die than become an amputee; it changes their life forever. And usually not for the good. Though Talon wasn't enlisted, he would treat it as the same.

"Yes. We're keeping him in ICU until we know his body will be able to cope with the shock of losing his arm." The doctor began to conclude, looking at Jason with a sincere sorrow.

"Can…can we see him?" Sadie asked, not sure how the Admiral would react.

"You can look at him." The doctor explained "Right now we're doing our best to help keep that arm from being infected."

"Take us." Jason ordered, grabbing his uniform hat from a chair.

"Right this way." The doctor replied, turning and walking through the door. Everyone followed, starting with Jason, then Dr. Granson and Professor Richards, followed by Jon and Sadie. Sadie had a lump in her throat, unsure of what she was going to see. Following them, she noticed Jon had grabbed a notebook out of his backpack, flipping through the pages wildly.

"What are you doing!?" She hissed, glaring at him.

"Looking for something." Jon replied quietly "Just ignore me for a second."

"Jon!" Sadie hissed again, only to see the others stop walking. Standing in between Richards and Granson, she let out a small gasp as she looked through a glass window.

There, in a bed and unconscious, was Talon. Hooked up to an oxygen mask with an IV being injected into his left arm. Then the sight that made her slightly whimper. His right arm was gone. With a three inch stub sticking out of his shoulder where his arm should have been, the sight made her sick to her stomach.

"Talon…" Jason whispered, barely audible "What did I do to you…"

Everyone just stared at the sight, realizing the reality of his injury. It was one thing to hear it, and another to see it.

"Sir, can I have a word with you?" Jon asked, interrupting the eerie quietness that settled over the group. Looking at Dr. Granson, he added "You too, Dr. Granson."

"What do you need Jon?" Dr. Granson replied, looking at him with concern. Jason also turned to look at Jon, though with a more annoyed look.

"I think I have an answer to help Talon." Jon whispered quietly, doing his best to battle the intimidating stare of the admiral. Even Sadie was staring at him with confusion.

"What do you mean 'help him'?" Jason asked, slightly intrigued.

"I design prosthetics. That's what I did before I came here." Jon explained, flipping over the notebook. Showing a single prosthetic arm on the page, he then said "This is the best one I designed."

"Do they work?" Jason asked, doubtful at seeing the drawing of a full metal arm.

"This one, yes. I guarantee it will." Jon answered "The ones I sold the rights to medical clinics were all based off of this one." Turning to Dr. Granson, he then added "It's also the one I based the Night Fury's wing when I designed it. This is the cream of my crop."

"Are you saying that you can give my son an easier life with a prosthetic?" Jason asked, looking at Jon with skepticism.

"With all due respect sir, I'm not giving him a prosthetic; I'm giving him a new arm." Jon replied adamantly.

"How much is it?" Jason asked, grabbing the notebook and looking at the arm.

"About 50,000 Pounds." Jon answered "Due to what it's made of and what an amputee can do with it."

"I don't have that kind of money…and the Navy won't pay for that." Jason growled, looking up from the sketch.

"You don't have to pay for it." Jon quickly said, turning to Dr. Granson "You still have to order the wing, right? For the Night Fury?"

"Yes, we needed to see the chances of success before we saw it through." Dr. Granson answered.

"Just order the arm with the wing!" Jon suggested, shrugging his shoulders "I can talk to my dad, I'm sure he'll work on Talon for a low rate, if he decides to charge."

"Your dad is a?" Jason asked, looking back down at the sketch.

"A neuro-surgeon. He's the one that helped me design the prosthetics so they'd work." Jon answered quickly. Then, with a little pleading in his voice, begged "Let me help Talon! He's been a real friend to both me and Sadie. He was willing to lay out Peter when he was messing with both of us!"

Jason just nodded, staring at the notebook. Turning to Dr. Granson, he then said "If you decide to give that Night Fury a new wing, I demand you give this to my son. That is the only thing I can agree to if you don't put that dragon down."

Realizing she had no choice, Dr. Granson then said "Very well. Jon, call your dad and see if he can't operate on Talon. How long will it take to get the wing and arm here?"

"Two weeks tops." Jon said resolutely "The wing will be the longest, since they have to attach a fire resistant mesh to it. You know, so the Night Fury can fly again."

"Make the call." Granson ordered. Turning to the doctor that was still in the room, she then said "Keep Talon here, until we're ready to do the operation." Then, facing Richards, she instructed "Inform the lead dragon surgeon about his next operation."

Professor Richards nodded, walking away from the group.

Jon smiled at Sadie, realizing that he made a huge difference in helping everyone. Well, except the D.R.A., he was sure he raised the tuition by at least 200 percent to cover the cost of the wing and arm.

"Jon, is it?" Admiral Coaber asked, stepping up to him and interrupting his thoughts.

"Uh, yes sir." Jon replied, instantly intimidated by the Admiral.

"Thank you." He replied, looking down at Jon "What you're offering, it means more to me than it will to Talon. Thank you."

Forcing a smile, Jon just said "Honestly, it wasn't even an option. When I heard that his arm was amputated, this was the only thing I could think of."

"What are the chances of it working?" Jason asked, looking at Jon with concern.

"Well, nothing's perfect." Jon admitted "Compared to the 3D printed ones that are being sold, this one has a lot more range of motion than those; so a lot more can go wrong." Looking up at Jason's eyes, he then added "I'd say an 80 percent chance that it will be flawless."

"If it doesn't work, then what?" Jason asked, his voice unchanging.

Jon shrugged, saying "You'll have to talk to my dad about that. But if this doesn't work, I don't know if any of my prosthetics designs will."

* * *

><p><strong>Well, last post for a while. I'm literately driving across the country as you read this, so I don't know when I'll be able to post. Keep on writing, keep on reading, and keep on living!<strong>

**-Dustnblood**


	7. Chapter 7

**So...I made it to my destination! Hopefully I'll be able to post more frequently; but it all depends on how busy we are at the place I'm interning at. Here's Chapter Seven, I hope that you enjoy it. I don't know how many of you actually enjoyed the last chapter, if any of you really thought of it as a twist or if it was too cliche'. So, here you go! Have a great day!**

_**Chapter Seven**_

His head ached. His body ached. Even his mind felt like it just got out of a fight. Talon couldn't help but let out a small groan, feeling his body start to sense how much pain he was in. He had no idea where he was, or what was going on. It seemed like his eyes were glued shut; because it didn't matter what he did, he couldn't open them.

"Talon? Take it easy son…" His dad's voice echoed in his mind.

"D…da…d?" he whispered, barely even audible for himself.

"Don't try to move son…" his dad's voice echoed again in his mind "If you can hear me, just focus on waking up."

"Don't rush Talon." Dr. Granson's voice also echoed "Richards, please go get Mr. Sharpp and Ms. Bryson."

Confused at what was going on, he just focused on listening to his dad. He immediately gave up trying to move his limbs, since they felt like Jell-O; except his right arm. For some reason he couldn't feel it.

Focusing on his breathing, he let himself rest for a moment before he would try to open his eyes again. He then thought he heard a door open up, and his dad's voice sounded again "Easy, he's just starting to wake up."

"Talon…" Sadie's voice echoed in his mind.

"Ok, that does it…" Talon thought to himself. "What's going on!?" The frustration of being in the dark, literally, began to fuel him. Only able to flutter his eyes, he could get a glimpse of a bright light.

"Gaahhh…." He moaned, his eyes in pain as they tried to adjust to the light. Taking deep breaths, he then forced his eyes open. Only opening halfway, he was rewarded with a blinding light and aching eyes. His body also seemed to reject the thought of being able to see, as it racked him with aching muscles all over.

"Take it easy Talon…" His dad's voice sounded again, this time a lot more real than an echo.

"Is he waking up?" Jon's voice asked, with the door opening again.

"Shh!" Sadie's voice whispered.

With one more concentrated effort, Talon slowly opened his eyes from halfway, to all the way. With them being adjusted to the light, he was rewarded with the sight of seeing both Jon and Sadie standing on his left side, with his dad standing on the right.

"Talon…" Jason whispered, looking at his son with relief.

"Wh…what happened?" Talon asked, trying to look around, only to be rewarded with a massive pain in his head. "Ooohhhh…" He softly groaned, letting his eyes fall closed.

"Easy son. Don't try to move." Jason repeated, resting his hand on his shoulder.

Feeling his dad's hand push him down gently, he then opened his eyes again. Looking up at his dad, he smiled curiously as he asked "What're you doing here?"

His dad frowned, telling him that something happened. Then it hit him. He was attacked. His face going noticeably paler, he let his head rest against his pillow.

"Talon…" Sadie whispered, looking at him with relief. Unable to say anything else, she just stared at him with a relaxing expression.

"Talon, what do you remember last?" Granson asked, standing at the end of his bed.

"I…I was fighting." Talon whispered, shaking his head gently.

"Fighting? The Night Fury?" Granson asked, staring at him with intensity.

Closing his eyes, Talon shook his head. "No. Peter."

"Wait what!?" Jon gaped, staring at Talon.

Jason stopped everyone from asking any more questions. Turning to his son, he asked "How are you feeling?"

"Sore, hurting, confused." Talon replied, looking up at the ceiling to try and focus on his body.

"Do you want to keep resting?" Jason asked, staring at his son with concern.

"How long have I been out?" Talon whispered, looking at his dad.

His face darkening, Jason answered "Five weeks."

"Fi…five weeks!?" Talon gasped, staring at his dad with horror "How did I get knocked out for five weeks?"

"You didn't." Jason replied simply "You were put into a medical coma."

"Why? I was just in a fight…" Talon whispered, confused at what was going on.

"What else do you remember?" Sadie asked, taking a seat on his left.

Slowly turning to her, he said "I was fighting Peter…because he we was messi-" He stopped mid-sentence. The memories flooded him. At first he thought it was just dream, not real life.

"Talon?" Jason asked, seeing his son start to breathe heavily.

"Peter...and his friends were messing with me and the Night Fury through the cage. He had just trained a dragon and was showing off." Talon recounted, looking at his dad "Dissed on our family again. That's why I opened the door to get out of the cage. Got into a fight with him and his two friends. They landed a few good hits, but I know I gave Peter an ass kicking. Three against one, and I still won."

"Then what happened?" Jason asked, seeing his son begin to remember more.

"Peter's dragon." Talon whispered "He attacked me when I broke Peter's nose against one of his friend's head."

Sadie gasped, realizing what Talon was saying. The Night Fury didn't attack him! Peter's Monstrous Nightmare did! Dr. Granson looked like she saw a ghost, hearing the truth.

Talon went quiet, remembering what happened after.

"Talon…the more you can tell us, the more we can figure out what happened." Jason replied gently.

"My arm." Talon whispered, looking up at Jason in horror. Quickly glancing down, panic and hysteria hit him. Strapped down with leather belts, was a metal monstrosity. It had two main hydraulic pistons acting as his bicep and triceps muscles; also as motors for the rest of the arm. At the elbow, he was saw three main rods that made the forearm connect to the wrist. The two outside rods of the forearm had small pistons as well, to allow him to rotate and move his wrist. It almost looked like a Terminator hand from the movie, just a lot smaller as far as width went. "My arm…What the hell happened?" Talon choked out, rubbing his left hand over the cold metal bicep piston.

"Talon…" Jason said softly, looking down from his son. "You…your arm…they couldn't save it"

Talon didn't say anything. He just stared at the metal contraption. In his mind, he tried to move his fingers, only to see them wiggle slightly.

"You'll have to practice with it." Jon quickly said, pulling everyone's attention. Looking a little ashamed, he then said "Your mind will have to learn how to move it without having the senses to feel. That's why we had to strap it down. You were moving it randomly when you were asleep. Your brain was moving it without purposely doing it."

"This is yours?" Talon asked, staring at Jon.

"The best one I ever designed." Jon said, looking at Talon with misty eyes "You'll have 90 percent of your regular movement with it. Better than any prosthetic out there."

"Jon…" Talon whispered, staring at him with a confused and grateful expression. It was so much to take in. Looking back down at his arm, he couldn't help but try to piece everything together. A rush of anger began to flood his system, causing him to seethe.

"Did the Night Fury attack you at all during the fight?" Jason asked, looking at Talon with concern.

"No…" Talon replied, casting his mind back to the occasion. Letting his anger help him focus, he then explained "He saved me."

Everyone let out an audible gasp. That was not even close to what was told.

"He saved me dad." Talon replied, looking at Jason with a resolute look "That Nightmare would have ended me, but the Night Fury blew open the cage and attacked it." Looking back down at the arm, he then whispered with a cold hate "I remember it dragged me back into the cage before I passed out…I watched it defend the hole in the cage it made."

No one said anything. The story was nothing they could have expected. The Night Fury had actually saved Talon.

Looking up at Dr. Granson, Talon then whispered "I'm telling you this right now Doctor, I will kill Peter next time I see him. I don't care if I get sent to prison. I will end his pathetic life when I see him again."

"I'll take care of it son…" Jason replied calmly, resting his hand on his shoulder "Right now, rest. I'll be back before I have to leave again."

Looking up at his dad, Talon just nodded. "Sounds good dad…"

"Will you two stay with him?" Jason asked, looking at Jon and Sadie.

"Of course!" Jon replied, standing behind Sadie.

"We're already planning on it." Sadie whispered, looking at Talon with sorrowful eyes.

"Good." Jason grunted, going back to his simple, yet powerful way of speaking. Turning to Dr. Granson and Professor Richards, he then said "I would like a word with you two."

"Of course Admiral." Granson replied, following him out of the room. Richards was right behind her.

Seeing the door close, and seeing that they were alone, Jason then quietly, yet very angrily said "I want charges pressed against this Peter kid."

"Admiral, I understand your frustrations." Granson began to say, only to be interrupted.

"No you don't!" Jason shouted, catching every nurse and doctors attention. Not lowering his voice, he then continued to shout "I already lost a son to a dragon. And I almost lost another one to the same thing. I will not idly sit by and watch you let this kid get off free for almost killing my son!"

"It wasn't Peter!" Richards quickly argued "His dragon simply defended him!"

"And that's enough for you not to press charges!?" Jason roared, glaring at Richards.

"Admiral Coaber." Dr. Granson quickly said, gaining control of the conversation. "Rest assured, we will deal with Peter Booth. However, since Talon attacked him first; by all rights and technicalities, the dragon defended his trainer."

Jason Coaber fumed at the logic. "Then I want my son out of the D.R.A. as soon as he's able. I'm taking him with me."

"Admiral Coaber," Granson repeated "please listen! Talon has made steps in dragon training that hasn't happened in centuries! Even thousands of years! He has essentially trained that dragon!"

"At the cost of his arm!" Jason growled, glaring at Dr. Granson. Then, a lot colder with more venom in his voice, he then stated "This isn't up for an argument. When Talon is able to leave, I expect a call from you telling me he's ready. I'll have him picked up."

"Admiral." Granson tried to protest, only to be cut off.

"We're done here." Jason growled, walking past her. Opening the door to Talon's room, he saw Sadie on the right side of him, holding her hand above Talon's metal one.

"Alright, try to grab her hand." Jon instructed, writing something down in his notebook.

"Grr…" Talon grunted, staring at the metal arm with frustration. Slowly, ever so slowly, it closed around Sadie's hand.

"Good job Talon!" Sadie replied with a smile, pulling her hand out from his. She didn't tell him, but feeling the cold metal wrap around her hand sent chills down her spine. It was an eerie feeling.

"Already getting the hang of it?" Jason asked, looking at his son with concern.

"Sort of. It's a lot harder to control when you don't have feeling in the entire arm." Talon answered, looking up at his dad "Going to be a little tougher gripping a rifle. Or knowing if I'm pulling the trigger."

Jason's heart felt like breaking. Even with the prosthetic, there was no way Talon would be able to join the Marines.

"Oh, you were pretty loud out there." Talon added, looking back at his arm still strapped down.

"What did you hear?" Jason asked, watching his son move his fingers again. He was making progress with it.

"Everything." Talon whispered, not taking his eyes off the hand. "Can I be honest dad?"

Sighing, Jason nodded, waiting for his son to speak his mind.

"Let me stay." Talon whispered, finally looking at his dad "I lost my arm to a dragon that I wasn't training. Jon told me that if the Night Fury saved me, I've basically trained it! I've earned its trust!"

"Son, this isn't debatable. I'm taking you with me back to the fleet." Jason said, shaking his head at his son.

"Dad!" Talon roared, glaring at him. His metal arm quickly tried to pull out of the straps. "I know I won't be able to join the Marines now! I know that! You didn't let me join, and I'll be damned if you try and stop me from doing something else I want to do! If we want to point fingers at who to blame for this, it's you dad!"

Jason stared at Talon with his eyes narrowing.

"I don't care if you're upset with me, the Night Fury, or even Peter!" Talon continued to shout "I'm staying. I'm not losing the only thing I really gained while here! Let alone leave the few things I actually have! My friends and the Night Fury!"

"I thought you hated dragons…" Jason quietly said, his eyes narrowing.

"I thought so too." Talon growled back. Using his left arm, he quickly unstrapped his new prosthetic. Sadie wanted to stop him, but realized that Talon was in a rage.

Trying to pull it into his chest, he then said "But I guess I learned I hate those that take away life." Looking at his dad with fire in his eyes, he then explained "I hate The Deprived. They took Jeremy from us. I hate whoever hacked off the Night Fury's wing, they took its only gift away. I hate you, for not letting me live with my own choices and my decisions!"

Jason recoiled back at the comment. Staring at his son in disbelief, he couldn't say anything.

Looking away from his dad, Talon then focused on his arm. It was surprisingly easy to move the actual arm, it was the hand that he was struggling with. Trying to open and close it, he then said "I'm staying here dad…"

Not able to say anything, Jason just nodded. "I better be going. I've been gone from the fleet a day too long. E-mail me when you're better."

Looking up at his dad, Talon wasn't sorry with what he said. It was true. He hated his dad for controlling him and making his decisions. "Take care dad. Travel safe."

Jason just nodded. Extending his hand to Jon and Sadie, he then said "Pleasure meeting you two."

Awkwardly, having sat through the argument, Jon and Sadie took turns shaking the extended hand.

Looking at his son one last time, Jason then said "Tell me how far along you're getting with your arm."

"Will do." Talon replied, watching his dad turn and walk out of the room.

Seeing the door close, Sadie then asked "You don't mean that do you!?"

"That I hate him?" Talon replied coldly, turning to face her "I do. He's always been like that to me since Jeremy's death. I was lucky that he even let me go to the gym." His face darkening, he added "I'm done with him telling me what to do. Look at where it's gotten me."

"Talon…" Jon began to say "Hate is a strong word. I know you disagree with your dad, but I don't think hate is the right word."

"Let's drop the subject and talk about the elephant in the room." Talon quickly snapped, pointing at the metal arm "What do I have to do to be able to start using it like normal?"

Looking at Talon with a worried expression, he said "Use it. The best way I can describe it is that you need to climatize your brain to the prosthetic. The more you use it-"

"The more used to it I'll get." Talon finished, looking at the arm. Staring at it, he was surprised as it quickly shot forward, narrowly missing Sadie.

"Whoa! Watch it!" She cried out, staring at the arm.

"Sorry! It did it on its own!" Talon replied, trying to bring it back. With a little success, he was able to get it back and resting in his lap.

"I hope you're okay with it." Jon said sheepishly, rubbing the back of his head.

"Jon! Don't think I'm not grateful!" Talon quickly said, realizing that Jon was beating himself up "It's just going to take me a little bit to get used to! You've given me another chance at living a normal life." Looking down at the metal skeleton of an arm, he then whispered "Well, more normal."

"You seem to be looking better." Sadie cut in, looking at Talon with concern.

"I think it's just the waking up part." Talon replied "My head still aches a little bit."

"Yeah, they said you had a concussion when they took you into the hospital." Sadie explained "Probably going to be keeping that headache for a few days."

"That was probably when one of Peter's goons slammed my head into the cage." Talon growled, remembering the fight.

"Of course he would fight you when we were gone." Sadie huffed, shaking her head in anger.

"It's alright, I did break his nose after I knocked one of his friends unconscious." Talon said with a smirk "Felt good!"

"I can't believe that you trained the Night Fury!" Jon quickly cut in "That's incredible!"

"To be honest, I don't think I did train it." Talon replied "I was just in the yard with it, punching the bag while it was attacking the target statue."

"Wait, you were in the yard with it!?" Sadie gasped "No one told us that!"

"Oh, well…surprise!" Talon said with a smile "I wasn't idle the two days I had to train it."

"Oh! You need to meet our dragons!" Sadie quickly said excitedly, looking at Talon with an energetic expression.

"That's right! I forgot!" Talon replied with a smile. Leaning back in his bed, he then asked "What dragons did you end up training? Did you find what you were looking for?"

"She did, I didn't." Jon answered "However, I feel like what I chose was right."

"Can't argue with that." Talon replied with a small smile "So, what did you train?"

"A Sliquifier." Jon answered, his face beaming as he talked about Neo. "I actually helped her out when she was being picked on by other dragons."

"Oh? How'd you do that?" Talon asked, raising an eyebrow.

"He can tell you later!" Sadie interrupted, smiling at Talon "I trained a Scuttleclaw!"

"I figured as much. How is it?" He replied, chuckling at Sadie's excitement.

"Just like they're described. Energetic and super curious. Very much like a Nadder!" Sadie answered, smiling as she thought of Salient.

Smiling, Talon then had a thought hit him. Looking at Jon, he then asked "How's the Night Fury? What happened to him while I was out?"

Jon's face grew somber. Reaching over, he gripped Talon's shoulder and whispered "He's fine Talon. But you should know that we gave him his own prosthetic. We did it near the same time as you."

Talon stared at Jon, not believing what he was hearing. "How long has it been?"

"Maybe two weeks?" Sadie answered, watching to see what his next reaction would be.

Nodding, he then asked "Will it work? Can he fly?"

"Mathematically, yes. It should. The mesh is the same weight as if it was a natural wing, and the titanium used as the skeleton weighs the same as the bones would have." Jon explained.

"What's the catch?" Talon asked quietly, staring at Jon.

"He hasn't moved since the operation. Only to eat and drink. Other than that, he won't go outside or do anything."

Thinking about what Jon said, Talon then said "Jon, run back to my room and get me some of my clothes."

"No Talon, you need to rest!" Sadie argued, only to be shot down.

"I've been 'resting' for five weeks!" Talon growled, turning to Sadie with fire in his eyes "I'm going to see him." Looking back at Jon he said with a little heat in his voice "Go on Jon, I'll be ready to change when you get back here."

Nodding, Jon stood up and walked out of the room.

"Talon, your still a handful…" Sadie whispered, shaking her head as he moved the covers off of him with his good hand.

Slowly moving his new attachment, he gripped the side of the bed and swung his legs out from under the blanket. "I know, but honestly Sadie, this is all I have left. I have to do this."

"Why can't you wait?" She asked, walking around the bed to see if she couldn't help him.

"Because last time I waited to do something I wanted to do, I found myself unable to pursue it." Talon growled, looking up at her with fire in his eyes. "Remember Sadie, I can't join the Marines anymore. Not even with an advanced prosthetic."

"Talon…" Sadie whispered, closing her eyes. Nothing she could say would help ease that pain. Like training a dragon was to her, the Marines was to Talon. And now it was taken away.

"Heh, at least I'll still be able to fight with it." Talon grunted, focusing on moving the fingers. Being awake for the short time he was, he could tell a difference in his ability to control it. Looking at Sadie, he then added "I want to see the Night Fury because he did save me. I need to show him I'm ok; for the most part. Who knows, maybe we'll connect more with our prosthetics."

Seeing that he was determined to see the Night Fury, Sadie just shook her head and said "I'm getting a wheel chair. You shouldn't be walking just yet."

"For your sake and sanity, sure. I'll do that for you." Talon replied, staring at his arm "Thank you Sadie."

"For you Talon, anything." Sadie replied with a smile, walking out of the room.

The comment made Talon stare at the doorway, making him think of her. She was special to him, for the sake that she always helped him when he needed it. Letting a small, sincere smile grow on his face; he whispered "Same here Sadie…Same here."

* * *

><p>"So…what do people know about me?" Talon asked, being pushed along one of the many concrete paths of the Academy.<p>

Since leaving the hospital, and sneaking away from Dr. Granson, he received nothing but gawking stares as he was pushed along with his arm.

"Uh…not a whole lot really." Jon explained, pushing Talon's wheelchair up a small incline "Just that you had an accident. Everyone still thinks the Night Fury was the one that attacked you."

"Guess I'll have to correct them on that…" Talon replied quietly, ignoring a group of people who gaped at his robotic arm.

"How are you feeling?" Sadie asked, walking alongside of him.

"Honestly, I can walk on my own." Talon replied, glaring up at her "I'm only doing this for you!"

"Makes both of us feel better that we're doing this." Jon quickly countered, rounding a corner. Staring at the Dragon Hospital, all three could see the caged area for the Night Fury. The wall was closed, not allowing the dragon access to the outside.

"So he just lays there?" Talon asked, being pushed closer to the hospital.

"More or less. He doesn't move very often." Jon answered "I think he's depressed. I'm not sure if it's because of you, or the wing we gave him."

"Hopefully the first." Talon whispered. Focusing on the building getting closer, his thoughts were interrupted by a roar and a loud growl. Looking up, he saw two dragons promptly land in front of them. A Sliquifier and a Scuttleclaw.

"Salient!" Sadie shouted, jogging to her dragon.

"Talon, this is Neo. My dragon!" Jon introduced, smiling as Neo curiously sniffed Talon in the wheelchair.

"Definitely not a Nightmare!" Talon quickly said, slowly lifting his new arm up. Letting Neo sniff it, he then began to rub his hand over the Sliquifier's neck; though he couldn't really move his fingers too much.

"No, but you know what? I'm ok with that." Jon said, watching Neo move her head up and down against Talon's metal hand.

"And that's…Salvant?" Talon asked Sadie, unsure of the name.

"Salient." She quickly corrected "She basically chose me! I didn't really have much say when we met!"

"Have you guys flown yet?" Talon asked, not taking his eyes off of Neo, who was still asking for more petting.

"Not yet. We're waiting to take the basic flight classes with you." Sadie answered, turning her gaze from Salient to Talon.

"You didn't need to do that!" Talon quickly protested, only to be interrupted.

"We know that Talon." Jon quickly said, pushing him around where Neo had parked "But we chose to wait because we wanted to."

Moved by his friend's loyalty and kindness, Talon could only nod. It was a feeling new to him; at least one he didn't expect to have here at the Academy.

"We'll be right back guys!" Sadie said, rubbing Salient's head furiously "Promise!" At that she turned to run after Jon and Talon.

Arriving inside the dragon hospital, Talon rolled his eyes as everyone there gaped at him. "Think they'd never seen a prosthetic before." He huffed quietly, as Jon pushed him towards the Night Fury room.

"Yeah. Honestly, sometimes it throws me off when I see it." Jon admitted "I never thought I'd get to see my work help others out. Especially those that I know personally."

"Well, I'm grateful Jon." Talon said, nodding to a person who opened to the doors for them "Now it's just a learning process."

The lady that allowed people to go in, gasped as she saw Talon. "Talon! It…it's been awhile since you've been here!" Looking at his arm, she then said "I guess the rumors were true. The Night Fury took your-"

"The Night Fury didn't take my arm. He saved my life!" Talon quickly corrected, his face darkening "That's why I'm here. I want to visit it again."

"It did what!?" The lady gasped, staring at Talon.

"Not it, he; and I'll explain everything soon enough!" Talon replied with frustration in his voice "I just want to see him!"

"Sure! Go ahead!" the lady quickly said, seeing Talon start to get angry.

"Thanks." Talon replied simply, letting Jon push him to the room.

Letting the doors open, Talon saw that the visiting room lights were off, only lit by the lights in the Night Fury's glass room. There, in the center of it, was the Night Fury. Laying with his back turned to them, he didn't even try to look to see who was there.

The three just stared at it, with an inexplicable sadness coming over them.

Talon, with a small rage at seeing the Night Fury like that, pushed himself up onto his feet; being a little tricky with his metal arm.

"Talon." Sadie warned, seeing him start to walk to the control panel.

"What? The worse that'll happen is that I lose my other arm." Talon replied with a wry smile. Walking towards the control panel, he flipped on the microphone and opened the door that led into the Night Fury's room.

A loud click sounded off, causing the Night Fury to stir. Talon, not wasting a second, walked towards the door. Taking a deep breath, he awkwardly pushed it open with his new hand and stepped in.

The Night Fury shook his head, trying to wake up. Slowly turning his head, it looked up at Talon in surprise. His eyes were wide with shock, and he didn't growl like the last time Talon came to visit.

Leaving the door open, Talon slowly raised his hands; showing the Night Fury his new feature. "Hey buddy…" He whispered, taking one step closer to the Night Fury.

Snorting, the Night Fury seemed to reluctantly roll to his feet. Walking slowly to Talon, he suspiciously eyed him, trying to make out what the metal arm was.

Seeing the Night Fury on his feet, Talon was able to clearly see the Night Fury's new wing. The part that made the skeleton of the wing had a black tint on it; but the mesh that made up the actual wing was the same flat black as the rest of the dragon, other than the texture. It was folded up just like his other wing, perfectly symmetrical.

Lowering his hands, he then whispered "Looks like you got the same treatment as I did."

The Night Fury stopped a few feet away from Talon, still eyeing him. The light blue eyes weren't as cold as Talon remembered them being, but had an integrity to them; as if honestly trying to figure out Talon. Or to see if he was ok.

"What do you say I get my punching bag?" Talon asked, forcing a small smile to grow on his face "I'm guessing it's been awhile since you've even exercised a bit."

The Night Fury didn't do anything to acknowledge Talon's words. He just kept on staring at him with investigative eyes.

Not sure of what to say, Talon then quickly said "Heh, sorry for being gone so long." Lifting his new arm, he explained "Been recovering from the Nightmare attack you saved me from."

The sleek dragon then slowly rotated his head, not taking his eyes off of Talon.

Sadie and Jon stared in disbelief, not believing it was the same dragon that had been roaring at them the last time they visited him with Talon. Not only did he allow Talon to walk into his room, but he wasn't being aggressive at all towards him. He wasn't making any motions to form a bond with him, but still, was allowing Talon to stay close by.

Talon, running out of things to say, let out a long sigh. Looking down from the Night Fury's gaze, he then quietly said "Listen, I know you don't like humans. Like I'm still not a huge fan of you dragons. Especially now." Looking back up at the Night Fury with a determined expression, he finished saying "But you should know that I never wanted to treat you like a trophy, or as an accomplishment. I wanted to just let you know I understand how you feel. An outcast, someone who is hurting and no one can help. Someone hurt by another's choice."

The Night Fury never took his eyes off of him, but kept on looking at Talon with his eyes slightly getting wider.

"That's why I kept on coming back here." Talon whispered "You understand how I feel. You know what it's like to be like me." Lifting his arm back up, this time a lot more smoothly, he then said "Now more ways than one." Letting his arm drop, he then slowly turned around and said "I guess I just wanted to say thanks. Thanks for helping me when you really didn't have to." At that, he turned and began to walk out of the room, having accomplished what he wanted to. Looking at Jon and Sadie behind the glass, he said "I'm done with him. If he doesn't want to trust me, I'm not going to force it on hi-"

A black blur darted between him and the door, cutting him off. Gasping, he watched the Night Fury block the doorway by spreading both wings out; being an impressive sight with the prosthetic. Staring at Talon, the Night Fury let out a soft growl.

Confused, relieved, and ecstatic at what the Night Fury was doing; Talon let a small smile grow slowly on his face.

The Night Fury then slowly walked up to him, still staring at him with wide eyes. This time, not as inquisitive, but pleading. Talon just stared into them, starting to lose his nerve. "You…want me to stay?" He asked, wondering if and how the Night Fury would respond.

Walking up to Talon, only a foot away; it did something that almost made Talon pass out with joy. Raising his right claw, he then lightly batted at Talon's metal arm.

"You…want to fight?" Talon asked, a smile growing larger on his face.

The Night Fury again, batted against Talon; this time with a lot more force.

Laughing quietly, Talon raised his fists. His metal arm seemed to react better, maybe due to the idea of having to use it, or with the change of circumstances. It didn't matter. Lightly jumping side to side, Talon gently reached over and tapped the Night Fury on the head with his left hand.

Letting a small smile grow on his face, the Night Fury then lightly head butted Talon in the stomach, knocking him down on his butt.

"Ooohh!" Talon groaned, catching himself with both his arms. Smiling, Talon looked up in time to see the Night Fury push his back onto the ground.

"Talon!" Sadie yelled, her voice amplified by the microphone.

Ignoring her, Talon laughed as the Night Fury began to lightly swat at him with his front claws. Blocking the strikes with his metal arm, he softly hit the Night Fury back with his left arm. Having needing to block some of the strikes, Talon was forced to use his metal arm which was reacting to his needs better than earlier.

For the first time, the Night Fury let out a loud roar; not of anger or threats, but of happiness and joy.

Jon and Sadie stared in disbelief as they watched the two play with each other. It was something that seemed to evolve out of nowhere.

"Maybe time away from each other was all they needed." Jon whispered, not wanting to disturb the awe inspiring event.

"Maybe…" Sadie replied, equally quiet "Or maybe the dragon understood what Talon meant. He might not have wanted him to leave for the very reason Talon said. They understand each other."

Watching the spectacle, they watched as the two continued to play with each other; making a friendship that seemed to be impossible.


	8. Chapter 8

**_Hey! Here's chapter eight! I'm going to try and pump out the story so that it's complete. I'm going to be VERY busy from mid-Janurary to end of February. I'll be off of FanFiction then and won't be writing anymore for awhile when this story is done. I'll have more details when the time gets closer._**

**Chapter Eight**

"How far along are we now Crayton?" King asked, walking inside the bridge of the ship.

"At least another day." Crayton replied simply, turning to salute the Skull King. Crayton was King's right hand man, the one that got things done for him. He rode one of the few unique dragons, a Whispering Death. A lot smaller than king, he also was the only rider that had a full on grey beard that dropped below his neck. He was with King when their dragon riding group started, and was actually more experienced in training dragons than King. He just lacked the desire to be a leader. With his age and experience, he complimented the Skull King's youth and passion. The two instantly became friends, knowing that they could benefit each other.

Dressed in a metal chest plate, he was the only rider to use more ancient armor of leather and chain mail; rather than the modern day combat armor that the rest of the riders and even King used. This added to his age, making him look like a seasoned wise man. He was also the one rider to wear a black cape, made of a dragon skin that he refused to tell how he got. It made him look his part as advisor to the Skull King.

"We're slightly behind schedule aren't we?" King asked, his eyes looking at his friend curiously. He learned to always trust Crayton, as he usually had wisdom that King depended on.

"We're staying on the edge of this storm." Crayton explained, gesturing to the raining, storming weather "That way it's harder to spot us from satellites, and jets won't be flying near us. Because of that, we're traveling a little slower than what we would be normally."

King just nodded, understanding what he was doing. A few days added to the trip was tolerable, compared to being spotted and potentially intercepted.

"Do you think we'll be able to bring the…objective back?" Crayton asked, looking at King with a little concern on his face.

"It won't matter." King answered, his voice unchanging as the ship bucked in the air with a wave lifting it up."

"Very well." Crayton said, not questioning King's answer, though it confused him even more so.

"You and your riders understand their mission?" King asked, looking at Crayton with confidence.

"Of course. I need to reclaim that dragon. I'm sure Hiccup will…enlighten me on how to train it." Crayton replied, staring out of the bridge.

"Remember, be as discreet as you can." King reminded "We don't need to let anyone know what we're up too."

"We'll be quick and quiet about it; if we can't find it then we'll just head back to where you and the rest of the men will set up project XC4." Crayton acknowledged.

"Excellent." King whispered, staring at the window as the rain pounded against it.

Having known King the longest, Crayton knew that he was smiling under his skull mask. Watching his leader, he then asked "May I ask you a question King?"

"Of course old friend." King replied, turning to face Crayton.

With his aged face, his expression hardened as he asked "We're no longer working with The Deprived, are we?"

King stayed silent for a minute while looking out of the window, telling Crayton everything he needed to know.

Finally, King answered him saying "No. We're not. They no longer share the same ideas or goals as we do; let alone the same passion. They want to focus on keeping what they have, rather than striking out when they have the most opportune time.

"I'm behind you every step of the way." Crayton announced, his facial expression not changing "But I need to know what are next goal is. What we plan to do on our own."

"I plan on changing history." King whispered. Looking back at Crayton, he then said "Crae, I wanted to tell you a later, but I guess you found out that something was off."

"It wasn't hard to figure out." Crayton admitted. Caught off guard with King calling him his nickname, he knew that King had something big planned.

"When we go back in time…I plan on staying." King whispered "We'll control the dragons with our knowledge; and when we get our weapon, we will have changed all that is known in world history."

"That's why you wanted to go back specifically to Hiccup Haddock's time…" Crayton replied softly, the gears turning in his head.

"It's your choice to come obviously." King replied "Something this big is going to require followers, not just men."

"I'm with you all the way. Blake…" Crayton whispered, watching King's reaction.

Staring at Crayton with his black eyes misting, he gently gripped Crayton's shoulder and said "I knew you would. We've been with each other through the best and worst times the world could give to us."

"And I plan on doing that 'till my dying breath." Crayton reinforced. Gesturing to the hallway behind him, he then suggested "I think we best tell the men what we plan to do. The sooner the better."

"Agreed." King replied stepping forward and walking down the hallway "Thank you, Crayton. I've become dependent on you."

"The world has nothing left to offer us." Crayton began to say "It would be better for us to die trying to change the world and for something to believe in, than in the comfort of the weak and complacent; knowing we could have done something."

"Well put my friend. My thoughts exactly." King replied, walking powerfully down the hall.

* * *

><p>"How long does he need to keep doing this?" Talon asked, letting his dragon stretch out his wings as if he were flying.<p>

"We just need to make sure the wing will be able to hold him aloft while he fly's" Professor Richard's voice came on the intercom.

"Can't we just, I don't know, try flying anyways?" Talon asked, sitting himself on his dragon "Instead of standing here in the wind tunnel?" Wearing a special jacket that was designed for the new dragon riders, his being black and green; as well as wearing his combat boots with his Levi jeans, Talon actually grew to love the outfit. Mainly to help his California and Italy tuned body to adjust to the colder weather. His jacket was also custom tailored, to where the right sleeve was missing so that the metal arm wouldn't catch against it.

"Just a little longer Talon." Dr. Granson said, taking the microphone away from Richards. Motioning with her hand, she then said "Go ahead and get in riding position."

Talon groaned, as he leaned forward on the saddle. He was going crazy just standing here and going through test after test after test after test. Looking down on Titan, who had an annoyed expression on his face, Talon then rested his metal hand on his neck. "Just a little more bud…I'm getting sick of it too."

Titan just snorted, still not comforted by his words. Talon decided to choose Titan for the Night Fury's name because of a few reasons actually. First, Sadie was adamant that he have a name that starts with a T. Like her and Salient. Second was because of the metal wing; he thought Titan would be a fitting name, as the skeletal structure was made out of Titanium. Third, the Night Fury hated all the other names suggested, which was really the deciding factor. He even hated the name Obsidian!

"Bringing wind speeds up." Richards' voice called out, bringing Talon back into position. Both hands gripping the handles on the saddle, Talon felt the wind begin to rush in his face. Feeling it begin to pick up, he gently pulled up on the saddle, signaling for Titan to let the wind lift them.

Looking down, he saw Titan lift his feet off the ground. Turning to watch the prosthetic wing, he smiled as he saw it work flawlessly. Multiple sensors were placed on the wing, to help the researchers if the wing would truly act same as the original one.

"Body position Talon!" Granson's voice echoed in the tunnel "We need you to be in perfect riding position, in order to get an accurate reading of the air passing under and over the wing."

Grunting, Talon turned and leaned forward. Even he was bored with the practice flight. Looking down at Titan, who was looking like he was going to fall asleep; he then got an idea. Leaning closer to Titan, he whispered "Hey bud, wanna move around a little bit?"

Titan instantly perked up at the thought. Looking up at Talon, he just growled with a smile.

"Follow my lead." Talon smiled mischievously. Pulling on the handles of the saddle, he then let Titan bank left in the wind.

"Talon!" Dr. Granson's voice cried out on the intercom.

Ignoring her, he then pulled up on the saddle. Titan then lifted higher in the room, allowing Talon only a foot of space from the ceiling. The wind allowed them to maneuver any way they wanted, and stay in place.

"Pretend we're flying for real!" Talon laughed, hugging the saddle closer.

Titan roared, folding his right wing. Going into a rapid roll, Titan rotated twice before catching himself.

"Wooh!" Talon shouted, realizing they still had a lot a space left before they would have hit the ground.

"That's enough Talon! We're shutting down the tunnel!" Professor Richard's voice sounded off in the microphone.

"Meh, oh well." Talon shouted "That was the closest to flying we were going to get any ways. At least until you guys pull all these stupid regulations off." Feeling Titan land gently on the ground. He quickly dismounted from him. "Hey, not too bad. How'd you feel?"

Titan just roared with a smile, stretching his wings out. The metal wing opened up flawlessly, making it a grand view no matter what angle you saw it at.

"Good to hear bud!" Talon laughed, resting his metal hand on Titan's head "Hopefully we'll be in the air soon to really put you to the test."

"Talon Coaber!" Dr. Granson's voice called him, with the sound of the door opening "That little show you gave us messed up all the readings!"

Frustrated, he then said "Well you know what? I think that 'show' we gave, demonstrated what we can do!" Watching Dr. Granson walk towards him, he quickly pushed against Titan, who was growling at the approaching woman. "Down boy! She's not going to hurt us!"

Realizing what she was doing, she froze in her tracks. Regaining her composure, she continued to say angrily "That's another reason why we're not letting you two fly yet. We need to know you can control him."

"I can!" Talon groaned, rolling his eyes "What else are we going to do with him? Let him rot in his little glass room? Only to fly in the wind tunnel?"

"Of course not!" Granson exclaimed, only to be cut off by Talon.

"Listen Doctor. It's been almost a whole week and a half since I woke up. That's a week and a half of practice that he's had! Besides that, he's had a good two week head start with using his new wing than I've had with my arm.

"We just need to make sure that he doesn't fall out of the sky when you're on him!" Dr. Granson whispered, rubbing her head out of frustration.

"Tell you what, if you let me and Titan go for a small ride with Jon and Sadie; we'll do everything you need of us tomorrow. Cheerfully and willing." Talon said, trying to sell his offer. "Look doctor! You just saw what he can do with his wing! A double barrel roll!? With 15 feet of space!? Come on, you have to admit that was impressive."

Dr. Granson, looked down at Titan, who stared at her challengingly. Looking back at Talon, she then ordered "I'll talk with a few officials. Stay here and don't do anything."

"Thanks doctor." Talon whispered back, visibly relaxing.

"No promises, but I'll see what I can do." Dr. Granson replied, turning and walking back into the control room.

"Well bud…let's hope for the best." Talon whispered, turning to face Titan.

Titan then growled, looking back at the door. Turning to see what he was growling at, Talon saw Dr. Croeliski timidly walk towards him. "Easy Titan…" Talon whispered, resting his metal hand on the anxious dragon "She's a friend too." Smiling at the approaching historian, Talon then said out loud "Good morning Dr. Croeliski!"

"Please, call me Yvonne." She replied with a smile of her own and in her heavy Russian accent. Stopping a good ten feet from the two, she asked "May I…uh, see your Night Fury?"

"Of course!" Talon replied, climbing on Titan's saddle. Situating himself, he then whispered "Hold yourself together Titan…"

"This is amazing…" Croeliski whispered, inching closer to Titan "A trained Night Fury."

"Hard for me to believe too." Talon replied "More so the fact that I'm on a dragon…"

"Indeed." She agreed, now only a few feet from the black dragon "His eyes! They're intriguing!"

"More than a few times have they tried to intimidate me." Talon accounted, smiling down at his dragon, who in turn looked up at him with an apologetic expression.

"Amazing…" she again said, shaking her head in awe. Looking at Talon, she then asked "And you didn't feel anything…different? With the wing while flying here?"

"Nothing." Talon confirmed "If you told me it was his original wing, I would've believed you."

Not saying anything for a moment, she gently reached her hand forward. Stopping a few inches away from him, she waited to see if Titan would do anything with it.

Titan then sniffed the extended hand, still leery of the person. Backing up a little, he rejected the extended hand.

"Titan!" Talon said loudly "Come on bud, she's a friend.

"That's alright." Dr. Croeliski said with a smile "I never imagined I'd get this close to him to begin with!"

"Should have seen how I was feeling when I walked into his room for the first time." Talon laughed, petting Titan's head vigorously.

"I bet it was similar to how Hiccup felt when he first met Toothless." She suggested, looking at Talon with misting eyes.

Talon just stared up at her, raising an eyebrow "What do you mean Doctor?"

Laughing lightly, she then explained "Hiccup had to go alone to train Toothless. If he made one wrong move, he'd be dead. If his village found out what he was doing, he'd be dead."

"Wow. Sounds like the ideal situation." Talon replied sarcastically.

Looking at Talon with inquisitive eyes, she then asked "What do you know about Hiccup and Toothless?"

"Ugh, been asked that so many times since I've been here." Talon groaned, rolling his eyes. Dismounting from Titan, he then said "Not a whole lot. Just the basics."

"Did you know that Toothless had his tail damaged?" she continued to asked.

"I did know that actually." Talon replied. Turning to Titan, who was looking at them with a curious expression, he then said "I guess Night Fury's have awful luck with their wings."

Titan growled, glaring at Talon. Laughing, Talon lightly hit him; teasing him.

"Did you know Hiccup also had a prosthetic?" Dr. Croeliski added, watching Talon to see his reaction.

Whirling around, Talon quickly said "What? No, I had no idea!" At that, Titan tackled him from behind. Pinning him on the floor. "Gah!" Talon groaned, ignoring Dr. Croeliski's surprised expression. Trying to get out from under Titan, Talon began to tap on the ground. "Off! Off!" he grunted "Come on Titan! I'm tapping out!"

Laughing, Titan got off of Talon, biting his riding jacket and pulling him up onto his feet.

"Amazing…" Croeliski replied in awe "You've come a long way with that dragon."

"I'd like to take all the credit." Talon began to say, turning and rubbing Titan's chin "But it's because we have more in common than what people realize. That's why we connect so well."

"Indeed…" Croeliski whispered, still staring at the pair in awe.

Turning to her, he then asked "What did you mean that Hiccup had a prosthetic?"

Smiling, Croeliski then explained "He lost his foot at the Great Battle with the Red Death. Toothless was able to save the rest of him."

Talon stared at her intently, wondering where she was going with this.

"Talon, you are the second person in the world to train a Night Fury." She began to say, resting her arm on his metal shoulder "Both Toothless and Titan are and were missing a wing. Both you and Hiccup are missing a limb."

Even though he couldn't feel it, he knew she was squeezing his shoulder.

"Some call me delusional, others are calling me a dreamer; but I know that you and Titan will be a deciding factor for us here in the D.R.A. I don't know when, I just know it will be the case. Just like Hiccup and Toothless."

Staring at her, Talon couldn't hold the gaze. Looking down from her eyes, he didn't know what to think with a speech like that.

"Dr. Croeliski." Dr. Granson's voice sounded off behind them. Turning, all three saw her walk into the wind tunnel. "May I have a moment with Talon?" She asked, walking up to her associate.

"Of course! We just finished talking." Croeliski replied with a smile. Turning to Talon, she then said "It's been a pleasure Talon. If you have any questions about Berk, Hiccup, or Toothless; come find me." At that she walked towards the doorway.

Watching her leave, Dr. Granson then said "She's always been kind. Maybe a little too hopeful, but always kind."

Talon just nodded, still thinking about what she told him.

"Alright Talon, ready for our agreement?" Dr. Granson asked, facing Talon again.

"Of course!" he replied, snapping out of his thoughts. Looking at Dr. Granson, he then asked "So are we going to be stuck here in the wind tunnel?"

"No." Granson replied, shaking her head "We'll let you go on an hour flight with Mr. Sharpp and Ms. Bryson. They have permission to fly as well."

Talon just smiled with a confident smirk.

"However, you will return here at the end of the hour limit, and you will not ride Titan for the rest of the day. Then tomorrow you will be here at 7 a.m. sharp; where we will continue to run tests. Understand?"

"Completely." Talon replied with a smile.

"Good. Now get going! As soon as you meet up with your friends, your hour timer starts." Granson said, trying to be threatening.

"Thanks Doctor!" Talon shouted, seeing the larger doors open that led outside. Running, towards the growing light, he then shouted "Come on Titan!"

Titan roared out of happiness, sprinting after Talon and running alongside of him.

Dr. Granson just shook her head at the sight, letting a small smile grow on her face. Even though he was a rebel in his own way, Talon was a blessing in disguise. Honestly, he was the only one that could have trained the Night Fury; and she was glad. He was the one that deserved it the most.

* * *

><p>Riding on Titan, Talon ignored all the dragon riders staring at him. Not only the mechanical arm, or the new wing; but the fact that he was riding the representative of lightning and death itself, made everyone gape at him in disbelief. Some made sure they put distance between them and the black dragon, still believing that it was the Night Fury that attacked him.<p>

"There they are." Talon called out, pointing at Jon and Sadie sitting near a very small pond where their dragons were playing in. Neo was swimming slowly in circles, while Salient rode on her back, flapping her wings to try and keep her balance.

"You guys look busy." Talon announced, letting Titan walk closer to them.

"Talon!" Sadie gasped, turning to see him ride Titan "They let you and Titan out!?"

"For an hour. I got all three of us permission to go fly!" he replied, motioning them to get up and follow.

"What? Really!?" Sadie shouted, staring at Talon in disbelief.

"Really. Now let's get going! We only have a limited time!" Talon answered, rolling his eyes.

"Come on Neo!" Jon shouted jumping on his feet, being thrilled at the news.

The two dragons ran from the pond they were playing in and bolted to their trainers, wondering what got them all excited.

"Alright Neo! Let's actually explore Berk a little bit!" Jon laughed, scrambling on the back of Neo.

"Ready girl? We need to burn some energy before the days through." Sadie shouted gleefully, jumping on Salient's back in one leap.

"Ready guys?" Talon asked out loud, getting himself ready. He suddenly had a nervous feeling, realizing that this would be the first real test of Titan's wing. Never before had they tested launching from the ground, only letting the wind pick them up.

"We'll go slow with Titan's wing. He should be fine though." Jon shouted, checking his grip on his saddle.

"I wouldn't worry too much about that." Talon announced "He kind of surprised everyone, me included, with what he can do. I bet he'll fly like if he still had his original wing!"

"Let's put that to the test then." Sadie said with a grin. Walking Salient next to Titan, she then said "So, who first?"

Talon groaned, shaking his head. Not even answering her question he then said "Do we really need to discuss that? Come on Titan! Let's make 'em work to get to us!"

Titan quickly opened his wings flawlessly, and then immediately launched into the air; surprising everyone with how fast he went.

"Whoa!" Talon shouted, checking his grip his saddle, making sure he wouldn't roll off backwards. Taken back by the speed, this was nothing like the wind tunnel. He even had to look at his metal hand to make sure it was holding the handle, as he couldn't know by feeling. "Titan! Holy crap!" He shouted into the deafening wind "Do you normally have this much energy to burn!?"

"Talon! Slow down!" Sadie's voice shouted behind them.

Turning around, Talon laughed as he saw Sadie and Jon tailing behind, gripping their dragons with wide eyes as they flew further and further.

"Come on Titan, let's slow down for them a little." Talon said, finally sitting up straight enough to pull back on the saddle. Titan reluctantly slowed down, letting out a loud groan as he did so.

"Oh come on, we're out of the tunnel! I mean you're even out of your room! You can't tell me you're not glad about that!" Talon teased, finally letting go of one of the handles and petting his neck.

Titan just let out a loud groan, as if not wanting to agree with him.

"That was incredible!" Jon said out loud, finally catching up to Talon. Staring with wide eyes down at ground below them, he then explained "I never thought that Titan would be able to fly like that!"

"Put it in your notes!" Talon shouted with a smile.

"Talon, how did you get permission for us to fly? We haven't passed the flight classes yet!" Sadie asked out loud, staring at the ground as they flew higher and higher.

"Negotiated it. We're going to be in the wind tunnel all day tomorrow." Talon answered, frowning at the thought.

"What are they testing? Can't they see its working?" Jon asked "More importantly, why am I not there? I designed the wing!"

"I think they're trying to get some data for future prosthetic wings." Talon replied, turning to Jon "I don't know a hundred percent, but I think they're really looking into using more of your wing designs."

"Really!?" Jon exclaimed, staring at Talon with wide eyes.

"Guys?" Sadie interrupted, looking over at them with an annoyed look "Can we please have some fun while we have some time? We can talk about that after we're done!"

"Agreed." Talon quickly said, a grin forming on his face. Coasting Titan over to Sadie, he then said "Come a little closer real quick."

Confused at the request, she also guided Salient next to Titan.

For the first time since he could remember, Talon was actually in a playful mood. Reaching his metal hand out, he then lightly tapped her. "You're it!" He shouted "Go Titan!"

Titan immediately accelerated, leaving Sadie and Salient behind.

"Talon!" Sadie shouted, trying to chase him.

Jon banked Neo to the left, putting as much distance between him and Sadie.

Talon laughed as he turned to see Sadie furiously chasing him. Salient also seemed to enjoy the chase, focusing on Titan. "Come on Titan!" he shouted, pulling up on the handles.

Titan roared as he started to climb higher and higher. His wings beating furiously, he then did a quick spin. Using the stirrups in the saddle to shift his weight against the forces acting against him, he saw that Titan was going into a steep dive. Hugging the saddle as much as he could, he shouted "Go boy!"

Titan roared as he dove straight past Sadie. Falling faster than ever, a scream sounded in the air as Titan kept on diving; it was eerie, a high pitch sound that ran chills down Talon's back. Falling for a few more seconds longer, Titan pulled up to where he was skimming above the tall pine trees. The few that were taller than the tree line, he easily darted in between them.

Talon focused on shifting his weight with Titan's movements, which was a little tricky as he tried to position his metal arm with the banking turns. Gritting his teeth as he focused on his arm, Talon caught a glance of Sadie chasing after Jon.

Jon tried to bank hard right as Salient dove down on them. Seeing where they were going, Sadie was able to guide Salient in a path to intercept him and Neo. Flying right over them, she let Salient tap Jon with her feet. "You're it!" She shouted, turning to follow Talon.

"Oh come on!" Jon shouted, banking Neo to chase after the hyper dragon. Neo quickly roared, knowing what happened. Beating her wings faster, she started to make a gain on Salient.

Sadie laughed at the fun, watching Talon continue to maneuver between trees. Talon glanced back at her, with the widest smile she's ever seen on him. Then, seeing Titan bank hard left, she watched in horror as Talon flew off to the right.

"Aaaaahhhhhh!" Talon screamed, launched off of his saddle. Unable to really control himself, he could only watch helplessly as he flew over a small bowl; a cove. He didn't see much after that, except a clear, blue liquid shrouded his vision; and he instantly felt cold. Realizing he crashed into water, he quickly swam to the surface, being hard as his metal arm actually weighed him down and he couldn't tread with it. Kicking his feet, and pulling with his one good arm, his head finally broke through the surface. Treading water the best he could, he looked up to see Titan fly over him, looking panicked. Jon and Sadie already landed on the small beach in the cove that he conveniently crashed in.

"Go get him Neo!" Jon ordered, seeing that Talon was struggling a little staying afloat.

Neo instantly darted into the pond, swimming after Talon. Ducking her head under him, she then lifted him out of the water, letting him sit atop of her head. A lot more slowly, she headed back to the beach; where Titan just landed and watched his trainer be carried back.

"Are you alright Talon!?" Sadie cried out as he jumped off of Neo's head.

Breathing heavily, Talon turned to face the pond he crashed in. "Well, I'm alive." He breathlessly said, shaking his head "Got stupid lucky with that one."

"What happened?" Jon asked, running up to Talon, checking out his arm to make sure it was still fine "I was behind Sadie one second, the next I saw you flailing through the air like a madman! I couldn't believe that we found you swimming in the center of the pond!"

"That actually summed up everything." Talon answered, also looking over his arm "As a side note, your prosthetics aren't very good for swimming." Titan then stuck his face right into Talon's, with a worried expression on his face.

"I'm fine bud…" Talon said softly, using his metal hand to rub down Titan's neck "Not your fault."

"How did you get thrown off?" Sadie asked, relieved that Talon was alright.

"So it turns out, riding is a little trickier with my arm." Talon began to explain, still petting Titan "I can't feel how much pressure I need to push on my saddle since I have no senses in my arm. When he made that sharp bank, I guess I didn't brace myself enough and so I kept going straight." Looking around the bowl like cove, he then said "Glad it was here that I crashed."

"I guess you're going to need to practice a little more before you start doing some crazy tricks." Sadie said, breathing out of relief and shaking her head.

"Mind if I catch my breath for a second guys?" Talon huffed, plopping himself on the ground.

"Uh, yeah!" Jon quickly replied, taking a seat next to Talon "I mean, it's not like you almost died! Again."

"Thanks." Talon huffed, shaking his head at the memory.

"Go ahead and play around girl." Sadie said with a smile, pushing Salient away "We're going to sit and watch for a second."

"You too, Neo." Jon quickly seconded, looking up at the Sliquifier.

The two dragons quickly darted into the pond, roaring out of happiness.

"Wanna join them bud?" Talon asked, looking at Titan with a smile.

Titan just let out a soft growl, while walking behind him. Laying down, he then used his metal wing to shield the three from the high noon sun.

"Thanks Titan!" Sadie smiled, scooting herself under the wing to make the most of the shade.

Getting his heart to settle down, Talon just stared blankly at the ground, thinking about what just happened.

"Feeling ok Talon?" Jon asked, resting his hand on his good shoulder.

"Yeah, I'm fine." He quickly said, looking up at Jon with a small smile "Just thinking of the other possibilities that could've happened."

"Glad we don't need to…" Sadie quickly said. Looking at Talon, she then asked "Hey Talon, can I ask you something?"

Looking at her with somewhat of a surprised expression, he quickly replied "Yeah; I mean, I guess."

"What happened exactly when…" Sadie began to say, only to let her voice trail off "When you had your accident."

"You mean you want to know exactly what happened when I had my arm ripped away from me?" Talon asked, raising an eyebrow.

Reluctantly nodding, Sadie whispered "If you want too. If not, it's ok."

Looking at her for a moment, Talon finally started to nod in agreement "I can…it can't be that traumatic can it? I mean, any more than what I've already gone through today."

"Talon, don't-" Sadie began to say, only to be interrupted.

"You asked for it." Talon quickly said with a forced smile. Turning to Jon, he then asked "You ok if I tell you as well?"

"Of course I am." Jon answered, giving Talon a stern look "It's you I'm worried about."

"I'll be fine." Talon said with a smile, looking up at the metal wing that covered them "Guess it won't be a good story. You all know how it ends."

"You know Talon, you really need to work on your jokes." Sadie said, grimacing at the bad attempt.

Frowning, Talon then said "Fine, I'll try to be better." Looking at the two, he then said "So, here's what went down."


	9. Chapter 9

**Here you go! Chapter Nine! Hope you enjoy and sorry for the long delay!**

_**Chapter Nine**_

Valka looked up to see Fishlegs and the twins fly overhead, helping carry nets full of fish to be dried, salted and stored. With winter coming, it was now time to really start saving food for the harsh winters that Berk usually gets treated with.

Thinking about winter, she realized that it would be her first one at Berk for almost 20 years. A single tear began to form in her eyes as she thought of Stoick, wishing he could be here with her. Turning to face the statue, she whispered "I wish you could be here Stoick; to be here for the village, for Hiccup, for me…"

Hearing a thud land behind her, she turned to see Cloud Jumper's smiling face. Comforted by his company, she gently reached out and let her hand softly rub down his chin. "I still have you though…you and Hiccup."

Cloud Jumper then sat up taller and prouder at the compliment. He would do anything for her, and she knew it too.

"Come, let's see if we can't find Hiccup. Though I imagine he ran off again last night…" Valka said, shaking her head slightly. Walking through the main square of the village, she was surprised to see a line of people standing at the Blacksmith shop. "Let's see if we can't give Gobber a helping hand." She said, turning to Cloud Jumper. Growling, he followed her, knowing there wouldn't be much for him to actually be helpful with. Walking around the counter, she was surprised to see Hiccup talking to one of the villagers.

"I need it to be able to carry me and my two children!" The villager said, holding her two kids up for Hiccup to see.

"Alright, one saddle coming right up!" Hiccup replied with a smile. Turning around, he was surprised to see his mom standing behind him. "Oh, hey mom!" He quickly said with smile "What're you doing here?"

"Hiccup! I'll be honest, I wasn't expecting to see you." She said, walking with him to the leather tanning rack "I'm glad to be wrong though."

Hiccup just smiled, tracing a line down the leather he was working with. "I figured I should get a little bit of a head start with some of my duties today. I want to get as much as I can done by the end of the week."

Surprised to hear him say that, Valka went to help him draw the leather tighter for a more accurate cut. "Will you tell me why? Or are you going to keep me in the dark of what you do when you leave at night?"

Hiccup gasped, his head quickly snapping up to stare at her. "You knew!?" he asked, stopping what he was doing.

Laughing, Valka answered with "Of course I knew. I never heard you leave in the morning when you were gone, that, and you forget that Cloud Jumper and I like to fly at night." Grabbing a sharp knife, she handed it to him "So Hiccup, where's this new island you're wanting to explore?"

Bummed that it was no longer a secret, Hiccup slowly took the knife extended to him. "North of here. A good few hours of a ride." Hiccup began to say, his voice noticeably depressed.

Laughing, Valka grabbed her son in a hug "Hiccup…It's alright. I knew that it would be impossible for you and Toothless not explore; it's what you two do for bonding."

Hiccup just lightly shook his head "I swear I thought I was sneakier than that."

Smiling at her son, she then asked "Did Astrid go with you?"

"Last night, yeah; that's why she was mad yesterday." Hiccup explained "I left her the night before so she could get some sleep."

"And you went back again last night?" Valka asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah, I owed her that much." Hiccup answered, rubbing the back of his head sheepishly. Looking up at his mom, he then explained "There's something up with that island though…I know that it's getting colder, with winter coming. But it was abnormally cold. I mean, it's covered in ice! With tons of ice caves."

"You think that it's a dragon?" Valka asked, her voice a little concerned.

"I don't know." Hiccup replied, shaking his head "It's something though. That's why I want to get as much as I can done. We both want to go back and check it out when we're not rushed to come back."

"Sounds like you both planned this." Valka observed, smiling at Hiccup.

Returning her smile with one of his own, he then began to cut the leather along the lines drawn on it. "Yeah, we did." He admitted, making sure the leather was still tight "She's just as excited as I am."

"I'm glad Hiccup…" Valka whispered, watching her son continue to slice along the marked line. Every day, even though he still liked to shirk his responsibilities, he was becoming more and more like Stoick. She couldn't help but think of how lucky Astrid would be to have Hiccup in her life.

"So, I was thinking…" Hiccup began to say, his hands working flawlessly as they cut the leather "Would you and Cloud Jumper like to come with us? Astrid's asking the rest of the gang if they want to come; just for old times' sake."

Taken back by the invitation, Valka asked "Really Hiccup?"

"Really mom." Hiccup answered resolutely "You and Fishlegs are the ones that are going to be keeping track of the dragons while I'm busy chiefing. I'd like you to come to learn with us, or even teach us what you know."

Smiling, Valka reached up and grabbed the cut leather. Holding it up, she then said "I'd love to Hiccup. I still plan on unlocking all the secrets of the dragons with you."

"Next week then." Hiccup said with a smile. Taking the cut leather to a bench, he laid it out so that he would be able to shape it. Smiling, he then added "You won't have to worry about me sneaking out. At least this week."

Smiling Valka walked up to him, grabbed him by the shoulders to make him face her, and quietly whispered "You're becoming more and more like your father every day."

Taken back by the comment, Hiccup quickly said "That was random!"

"You are Hiccup. Every day, you seem to grow more and more." She continued to say, letting go of him. Turning, she began to walk out of the blacksmith shop, saying "I'll be back later tomorrow morning or later tonight. I'm going to check the dragons on Dragon Island, seeing that you're here being chief."

"Oh…ok." Hiccup answered, still shaken by the comment "Be careful mom! I'll tell you more of what we're planning when you get back!"

Valka just waved Hiccup good-bye. Walking next to Cloud Jumper, who was watching Toothless play with some village kids, she then said out loud: "Come Cloud Jumper! We have time to see how the dragons are with their new home!"

Cloud Jumper then lifted his wing up, pulling Valka off the ground. Swinging her around, he felt her land on his neck.

"Up!" She cried out, looking up and ahead.

Cloud Jumper launched into the air, powered by his four massive wings. Flying towards Dragon Island, Valka smiled as she continued to think of her son. The Chief of Berk.

* * *

><p>"After I spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon with Titan," Talon continued with his story. Both Jon and Sadie listened intently as he continued to explain how he and Titan first bonded "We spent the rest of the day and the next morning bonding by fighting."<p>

Titan, still laying down behind Talon, batted at his back.

Shifting slightly at the punch, Talon turned and smiled "He's definitely not an MMA fighter, but he was a natural when he attacked his statue."

"What made you think that fighting would help you two bond?" Sadie asked, turning to look at Titan. Just in the few short weeks, she couldn't help but be amazed at how comfortable she got around the Night Fury. She could still remember the anxiety and terrified feeling she had when Titan was still…angry.

"You actually…" Talon answered, looking back at Sadie with a solemn look. Seeing her surprised and confused expression, he then explained "The day when Dr. Granson pulled me aside and asked me to train Titan, you mentioned that you thought he would love to fight me."

"Oooohhhhh..." Sadie quietly said, nodding as she remembered seeing Talon run out of the room.

"That's why you were all ready to fight Peter when we were leaving…" Jon observed, recalling the day they left.

"Nailed it." Talon confirmed "After Titan and I made amends, we were practicing in his little yard. That's when Peter showed up."

Sadie's blood began to boil. This is what she wanted to know. This was where she had the most questions. Jon also sat up straighter, not wanting to miss anything.

"At first, I just ignored him. He was just ranting on how he trained his Nightmare. I can't even remember what he called him." Looking up at Jon, he then asked "What happened to him anyways?"

"They didn't tell you?" Jon asked, surprised at the question.

Talon shook his head, rolling his eyes as he explained "They've told me nothing! Whenever I asked, Granson would just brush it aside. The only solid answer I got was that he was being dealt with."

"Well, he was dealt with." Jon replied with a smile "He had to go before a disciplinary council, which they basically took his dragon away. He's only allowed two hours to visit a day, just to keep the relationship up; and is being held back on flight training!"

"I guess that's something." Talon replied quietly, staring down at the ground.

"Not exactly what you were thinking?" Sadie asked, raising an eyebrow.

Talon just nodded slowly, not taking his eyes off where he was staring. "I was hoping he'd be, I don't know, expelled. Or something like that. Maybe even let Titan take a bite out of his arm."

Titan growled, nudging his head against Talon's good arm. Letting a small smile grow, Talon turned and scratched the dragon's head.

Left in an awkward position, Sadie then quickly asked "So, what happened after he bragged about his dragon?"

"I was about to take Titan back inside, just to get away from him." Talon answered, looking up at Sadie "Mainly to make sure he wasn't going to set me back with the relationship I started, not because I was afraid of him."

"We know you're not scared of him; trust us Talon, we know that." Jon affirmed, watching Talon as he continued his story.

"Anyways, he then began to rant on you two, with how stupid and weak you guys are. He had some colorful language too." Talon said, his eyes narrowing. Looking up at Sadie, he then explained "He called you something that I can't repeat, because I respect you too much for you to even hear. That made me stop walking."

Sadie just slightly shook her head. She knew he fought with a reason, she didn't think that she was going to be one though. He was defending her when she couldn't.

"I demanded that he took that back." Talon replied, his coarse face not changing as he recalled the memory "I knew he wouldn't. What I didn't expect was that he then started to slander my family and my country. The country part didn't bug me, since I know we American's are usually made fun of; but what got me was when he called my family a bunch of cowards and that we deserved to get killed by The Deprived."

"Talon…" Sadie whispered, shaking her head as she watched him start to shake with anger.

Looking up at her, and then to Jon, he continued to say "I lost it. That was the last straw for me. I calmly started walking to the single door that led out of the caged area, telling him exactly who my family was. I told him my mom died, giving birth to my sister who would soon follow after. 17 short years later, I lost my brother, fighting dragons and The Deprived. My dad is the Admiral of the Sixth Fleet, and will not stop until America is regained." Shaking with every word he said, Talon let his metal hand grip a large branch on the ground. Letting it begin to crush it with the pressurized hydraulics that made up his arm, he then growled "I told him that the only way he could take back what he just said, is if he bleeds from his mouth."

At that, the stick he gripped snapped from where he was holding it. Jon, seeing this, quickly said "Easy Talon, I don't know exactly what you can do with your arm without damaging it."

"It can do more than that." Talon quietly said, staring at the shattered branch "I accidently removed the door handle from a classroom door. Put too much pressure on it than what I thought."

"Ugh! Try to be more careful!' Jon loudly replied, shaking his head "Your arm isn't exactly the cheapest thing to repair or replace!"

"Can we stop interrupting him!?" Sadie asked, glaring at Jon "I want to know what happened!"

"Sorry Talon, won't happen again." Jon quickly apologized.

Talon just shrugged, not really bugged by the interruptions. "Well, Peter didn't take to well to what I told him, and that's when our fight broke out. His friend on his right reached out and grabbed my arm. But I just pulled him towards me and kicked his shin, tripping him and letting fall into the cage wall. Peter then rushed at me, grabbing me by the jacket. Had me against the wall and tried to punch me in the stomach." Looking up at Sadie, he then let a small grin grow on the edge of his mouth "I was able to block most of the hits. After a few strikes at me, he opened himself up to strike at my face. I then uppercut him and nailed him below the jaw. Knocked him flat on his back."

"Sounds like you were winning." Jon quietly observed.

"Well, then his second friend ran up to me. With a running start, he was able to land a solid hit across my face. Got me off the wall, but also made me stumble a bit." Talon continued to say, leaning back against Titan "I remember Titan roaring and biting at the cage behind me. I thought he was raging in general, seeing the fighting." Looking at the Night Fury's blue eyes, he then whispered "Now I know he was just trying to defend me."

"What happened next?" Sadie asked, with a sincere interest in her eyes.

"Peter picked me up, slammed me against the cage again; this time against one of the poles that held up the fence. He grabbed my head and slammed it against the pole before I could even try to counter him." Shaking his head slightly, he then whispered "My head ached; pretty sure I heard some ringing after that."

"Must have been when you got your concussion." Sadie noted, watching Talon for his reaction to re-telling the story.

"Probably." He answered, looking up at her. Turning to Jon, he then said "At that point, all gloves were off. It wasn't a fight. A fight is where two people settle their differences without words. This. This was assault. So, I finally said to myself: 'To hell with fighting. I'm going to hurt this kid.' And that's what I did. I immediately reached up and grabbed Peter's throat. I know I caught him off guard, because he immediately let go of me and tried to pull my hand off. I then swung as hard as I could with my free hand and drove it right into the side of his head. Man it felt good." Relishing in the moment when his fist made contact with Peter. Days, weeks, even months of hatred and spite released in one solid hit.

Seeing Talon relax as he recounted the fight, Sadie couldn't help but receive an eerie feeling. She knew he liked to fight, but she was seeing him downright enjoy remembering hurting Peter.

"That was what I needed to get the ball rolling." Talon whispered, looking up at the sky that wasn't covered by Titan's wing "After that, they didn't land a solid hit on me. The guy who got me in the face tried to hit me again the same way. So I just grabbed his arm and slammed it into the cage wall, which let me get a clear shot at the kid's throat."

Sadie gasped when she heard him say that. He really did turn the fight around and hurt them. Jon just shook his head, seeing what the fight turned into.

"Heh, he couldn't talk after that. He just fell to his knees and coughed." Talon continued to say "Guess I got him good in the windpipe. Then the first guy I knocked down ran at me, trying to tackle me or something. As he lunged out, I simply grabbed his jacket and redirected him into the fence. He didn't get up right away after that." Looking at Sadie and Jon, he then explained "Peter finally stood back up on his feet and tried to swing a punch. It was easy to block as he looked like he was still dazed. I then grabbed his shirt and kicked his knees in. As he dropped I slammed his face into his friend's head. The one that was still trying to find his voice. I heard a satisfying crunch, that's how I know I broke his nose."

"Talon…" Sadie whispered, shaking her head slightly "I didn't know you were that violent."

"I had it all bottled up inside of me." Talon quietly explained, realizing that his friends never saw that side of him "You know that I've been angry, I just usually had a way to…let it out." Looking at both of them, he then whispered "Now you know why I picked up fighting. And why I wanted to join the Marines. It was so I could pay it back. Pay back all my anger, my frustrations…" Pausing for a second, he then choked out "my hate."

Jon and Sadie just stared at him, realizing that this was the first time he opened up to them. As far they knew, it may have been the first time he opened up since he fled America.

"I hope someday, someday to feel at peace." Talon whispered, staring back down at the ground "But…now that I'm unable to join the Marines, I don't know if I can satisfy my hate."

"Talon…" Sadie quietly cut in, resting her hand on his good arm. She could feel him tense up as she touched him. "I don't want to lecture you on your…feelings. But I just want to say that I don't think that hate can be satisfied. Just…replaced."

"So you think I can replace my dead brother?" Talon quickly shot back, catching both Jon and Sadie off guard. His voice was filled with venom.

"Replaced was the wrong word…" Sadie quickly said, looking over Talon with worry "I guess I meant redirect." Looking down from his gaze, she quietly added "I still stand by what I said that hate can't be satisfied. It never can."

"I'll decide on that…" Talon whispered, his face darkening.

Jon then spoke up, changing the subject that seemed to shake up everyone. "So, you broke Peter's nose. Is that when his dragon…"

Talon began to nod, confirming what Jon was going to say. "Before I could relish in the fact that I beat them, I felt myself jerked up by my arm." Talon then slowly closed his eyes, remembering the shock he went through. He was confused, in pain. "By the time I realized that my arm was in his Nightmare's mouth, I remember I could feel it tearing. I swear I felt my shoulder pop out of place."

Sadie just shook her head. At the experience and still thinking about the conversation she had with him.

"I…I thought I was going to die." Talon whispered hoarsely "I think I made myself believe that it was all a dream." Stopping, Talon just turned to look at his metal arm. Curling his hand into a fist, he slowly raised it up. "I remember I was whiplashed…maybe twice. I could feel my blood splatter on me. By the time I started to scream in pain, I heard an explosion. Smoke, dirt, dust, everything filled the air. I felt myself land hard on the ground."

Titan could see Talon shake, not sure if it was either anger or anxiety, he then scooted closer to his trainer. He remembered the day all too well. He remembered being helpless as he watched Talon fight three others, and then attacked by the Nightmare.

Feeling Titan slide closer to him, Talon used his metal hand and began to rub Titan's side. "I couldn't move. I wanted to. I even tried shouting at myself to make me even fidget. The dust clouded up everything so I couldn't see; even if I could, the pain I was feeling was so disorienting that I wouldn't be able to make sense of what I would see."

Titan then growled, scooting his head under Talon's metal arm, forcing him to look down.

Doing so, Talon then forced the smallest smile he could "Then, I felt myself grabbed by my jacket hood and pulled backwards. By the time I stopped, I ever so slightly turned my head and saw Titan standing in front of me; roaring and growling at the Nightmare through a hole in the cage." Looking at Sadie and Jon, he then whispered "Then I lost it. I blacked out. I'm sure if it was because of the pain and blood loss, but I swear I felt peace when I saw Titan protecting me. I guess that's when my body knew that it would be ok to pass out."

"Talon…" Sadie whispered, staring at him with sadness.

Before she could finish, Talon quickly said "There you have it. The full story with what happened to me."

At first no one said anything, it was a subject that still made them uncomfortable; and frankly, was still fresh in Talon's mind. Before Jon could say anything, a shadow flew over them. Looking up above them they were surprised to not see one dragon, but several. They were Monstrous Nightmares, Deadly Nadders, Hideous Zipplebacks; all led by a single Whispering Death! To add to the strange sight, they were wearing some kind of armor, and were being rode on by riders!

"What the…" Jon said, watching them fly over. Suddenly he felt himself grabbed by the shirt and hoisted up onto his feet. Taken back by the sudden jerk, he turned to see Talon pushing him towards some rocks. A worried, anxious face was all he could see.

"Talon! What's wrong!?" Sadie gasped, getting dragged by him.

"Shut up and get to cover! Now!" Talon hissed, watching the dragons disappear over the tree line. Turning to Titan, he then ordered "Over here Titan! Get the others!"

Titan then roared, getting Salient's and Neo's attention. Seeing that their trainers were hiding next to a boulder, they instantly bolted after them.

"Talon, what's going on!?" Sadie asked, staring at him with wide eyes.

"Shh!" Talon quietly said, looking up above them. "What are they doing here!?" he added.

"Who? Who are they?" Jon asked, crouching near the boulder, hiding out of fear of the unknown.

Letting Titan slide next to him, as well as the other dragons, he didn't say anything; other than a loud shush. Putting his finger over his lips, he then glanced back up towards the sky.

"Talon!? What's going on?" Sadie hissed, unsure of why they were whispering.

Jon, seeing Talon a little panicked; and putting two and two together, whispered "Is that the…"

"Deprived." Talon whispered back, his eyes filled with worry "I don't know why they're here, but I know that they don't have peaceful intentions."

"The Deprived!?" Sadie cried out, only to quickly over her mouth as if to make up for yelling out loud.

"Shh!" Talon hissed. Pulling out his phone, he quickly began to swipe through his contacts. As he was doing so, a single shadow flew over. A lone, black and orange Deadly Nadder and its rider glided down into the cove. As they landed, the three quietly guided their dragons behind the rock they were hiding behind. Talon then hugged the rock and peered around it, trying to make himself as least visible as possible.

The rider then jumped off his dragon. Drawing a long sword from the saddle, Talon then heard him say "I know I saw something…" Inspecting the ground, he then ordered his dragon "Find them Raize."

Talon stared in horror as the Deadly Nadder began to sniff where they sat to talk. Thinking quickly, he knelt down and grabbed a rock. "Stay here…no matter what." he whispered to Sadie and Jon. Making sure that he wouldn't be spotted, he hurled the rock across the cove, letting it hit the cliff wall.

"What was that?" The rider asked out loud, as both he and Raize turned towards the sound.

Motioning Titan to follow him, he then began to jog at the rider and his dragon. Titan, knowing what to do, ran a little past Talon and leapt into the air. Slamming into the Nadder, he bit into its neck and pinned it into the ground.

"Raize!" The rider cried out, seeing his dragon get tackled in front of him. Before he could bring his sword down on the black dragon, he felt himself grabbed and hefted backwards. Landing roughly on his back, he looked up in time to see a kid drop his knee into his chest. Gasping for breath, he then stared in amazement as the kid grabbed his sword by the blade with a metal hand. Feeling it ripped out of his grasp, he then swung his fist and nailed the kid in the side, forcing him off of him. Rolling onto his feet, he raised his fist and waited for the kid to attack him. Staring at the metal arm, he couldn't help but wonder what happened to him; more importantly, how he got that arm!

Talon rolled onto his feet. Standing up, he also raised his fists and began to focus on the rider. Luckily, even though he couldn't feel his arm, the habits he developed while practicing fighting throughout his years took over for him, allowing him to retain his ability to fight.

Watching the kid walk up to him, the rider then took a jab at him. The kid quickly shifted his head and dodged the strike. Grabbing the extended arm, he then brought his knee into the rider's stomach. Seeing him couple over, he then flipped the rider over on his back.

Landing roughly in the dirt, the rider then pulled a knife out of a sheath on his belt. Thrusting it forward, he then slashed at the kid. He would have slashed the kids arm if it wasn't already metal.

Talon, hearing the blade grind across the metal rods, quickly drove his fist into the riders face, causing him to let go of the knife. Dropping his knee right into the rider's chest, he then spun around and pinned the rider down. "Talk, or I send you to Hell!" Talon growled, wrapping his metal hand around the rider's throat.

"Ugh!" the rider coughed, feeling the grip tighten "Lucky shot kid…"

"Yeah, that's what it was." Talon said with heat in his voice "Who are you and what's The Deprived doing here?"

"My names' Lance." The rider quickly said, feeling himself start to lose breath "Mind loosening up?"

Talon, seeing that he was squeezing too hard, loosened up. Keeping his knee pressed down, he then ordered "What are you doing here?"

Forcing out a laugh, Lance gestured to Titan who still had Raize pinned "We're here for the Night Fury."

Talon stared at him in horror and anger. They were after Titan! Grabbing Lance by the cheeks, he then pulled his face closer to his "Why!? Why are they after him?"

"Urrggh!" Lance groaned, feeling his face getting crushed "Ease up! I'll tell you what you want to know!"

"So much for loyalty and fearlessness." Talon huffed, throwing Lance's head down into the dirt. Stepping off of him, he then grabbed the sword that he threw in the dirt.

Coughing, Lance rolled to his side and said "Well, I'm not exactly the roll-model for loyalty." Looking up at Talon, he then explained "I joined so I could train my own dragon."

"Sure. That's what it was." Talon replied sarcastically "So tell me why you guys want the Night Fury?"

"First, tell me that you'll let me live. Me and my dragon." Lance demanded, sitting up while rubbing his throat.

"You're in no position to make demands." Talon quickly countered, leveling the sword at Lance "Tell me before I decide I don't need to know."

Lance put on a small smile, saying "Actually. I am in a position to make demands. My C.O. Crayton, will notice his top tracker missing. Or his dragon."

Talon just glared at Lance, realizing that even if he killed him, he and Titan would still have a target painted on their backs. Lowering the sword, he then whispered "So if I spare you, you'll still tell you commanding officer."

"Actually, I have a proposal." Lance quickly said, sitting up straighter and putting a wide smile on "One that would benefit us both."

Talon didn't say anything, he just glared at Lance and waited.

"Listen, I don't care if you believe me or not; I don't want to be part of the Deprived any more, or whatever we're calling ourselves now." Lance began to say, causing Talon to scoff. Ignoring him, he then yelled "It's the truth! When I signed on here, I thought we would just attack the US military." Looking down, Lance then quietly explained "After our first time burning a convoy to the ground with a bunch of innocents, I realized what I signed on for."

"Should've left…" Talon whispered, his blood running cold with the story.

"Listen man, I couldn't! Raize and I would have been killed!" he shouted. Looking up at Talon, he then added "I didn't want to do that! I never wanted to!" Lance defended. Gesturing to Talon, he added "I'm an American like you! And I'm barely even 21 years old! I just wanted to train a dragon! What I'm sayin' is that you help me, and I'll help you."

"I'm not really in the mood to talk." Talon hissed, aiming the sword at Lance.

"Hear me out first!" Lance shouted "I'll keep The Deprived off the Night Fury's trail. That'll be easy for me to do. I can do it until they're required to head back to Dragon Island. Then your free!"

"Until they come back." Talon countered, glaring at Lance. Pausing for a moment, he then asked "Wait…why do they need to go back to Dragon Island?"

Lance's face grew dark, to where he said "The entire reason why I want to get out now!" Standing up, Lance then dusted himself off "King wants to go back in time and change history!" Seeing Talon's confused, surprised face, he then explained "I'm being serious! He's made some kind of…machine. It's not a time machine, it just opens something. It's a one way ticket basically."

"But…how!? And who's King?" Talon asked, shaking his head. At this point, Sadie and Jon crawled out from their hiding spot, hearing the conversation.

Seeing the two emerge with their dragons, Lance then said "Oh, there's the others." Looking back at Talon he then explained "Look, I don't know how King plans to do this, all I know is that it works. I saw it get tested!" Looking back at Talon, he then added "King in our leader. He's separated himself from The Deprived and is on a hell-march to change the world." Seeing Jon and Sadie stand behind Talon, Lance then said "I just want some help getting out. And I can help you protect you, your dragon, and your friends."

Talon didn't say anything at first. His hatred was burning in him as he continued to listen to Lance, as he wanted to end him as a Deprived dragon rider. On the other hand, if he was right about their leader, King; then the real priority would be to stop him.

"Fine…" He growled, not liking what he was choosing. He could feel Sadie's hand rest on his back. It didn't bring any comfort though. Shaking his head, he then asked "So what do you plan on doing? How can I help you leave?"

"By 'killing' me and Raize. As they're going through the teleporter." Lance quickly exclaimed "They'll have no choice but to leave me behind!"

"Won't that put Titan back on their wish list?" Sadie interrupted, looking at Lance with skepticism.

"Titan?" Lance asked, looking at Sadie with confusion.

"The Night Fury's name." Jon explained with a short, hostile voice.

"Oh…gotcha." Lance quickly replied. Turning back to Sadie, he then said "Maybe they will go back after him. But not if Crayton and King have already went through!" Lance quickly said with a smile "If they go through, they won't know Titan is there."

Talon, thinking for a bit, then said "I'll help you escape. But instead of helping me hide Titan, I need you help with me stopping King."

Sadie, Jon, and Lance all gaped at him, thinking he hit something on his head.

"No. No way!" Lance quickly argued, shaking his head "No one simply stops King. He's called The Skull King for a reason! His dragon, a Boneknapper, he could trash your little academy here alone!"

"Then you better start thinking of way to help me. I've gotta stop him." Talon whispered, his face growing dark.

"Talon! Let the authorities handle it!" Sadie quickly argued "Call your dad! Tell him what they're up too! Besides that, a portal? To the past? You're believing this!?"

"You're not worried about the fact that they already tested it? According to Lance here, all they have to do is turn it on and they can go! Besides that Sadie," Talon quickly yelled back "they'll be gone by the time my dad, or anyone gets here! I'm the only line of defense we have!"

"So let them go! They'll leave us alone!" Sadie shouted back, getting angry with Talon.

"And let them change everything that we enjoy?" Talon countered. Turning to Lance, he then pressed his demand more "I'll be going to stop him no matter what. If you want my help to get you out of their little cult, you better help me get in there."

Lance just stared at Talon in disbelief. Shaking his head, he then said "Fine. You need to head to Dragon Island. We're located on the north end of the island. If you hide and wait for us to activate the…machine, you can then 'attack' me and fly through the portal. What happens after that is all up to you."

"Talon!" Sadie argued, pleading with him.

"Good. I'll be waiting there." Talon growled. With his metal hand, he then pointed at Lance, saying "You're lucky I need you. You have no idea how much I want to kill you right here and now."

Lance didn't say anything, he just stared at Talon with an apologetic expression.

"Titan, get off of his dragon." Talon ordered, glaring at Lance.

As Titan did so, Raize stood up and turned to roar at Titan. Lance quickly darted in between them.

"Down boy!" Lance shouted, stopping Raize from attack Titan.

Titan quickly growled at Raize, standing right next to Talon. Swinging his tail around him, Titan made sure he was protecting Talon.

Finally calming down Raize, Lance turned to Talon and said "Crayton and his men will be here for a few hours, then we're ordered to return back to Dragon Island. I suggest you move now and wait for us to return." Looking at Sadie and Jon, he then suggested "I can take you two prisoner. That will help me sell the lie that I didn't find the Night Fury but found you guys instead."

"No. We're going with Talon." Jon quickly said, a small fire burning in his eyes.

"Jon, don't play the hero." Talon quickly said, only to be interrupted by Jon's outrage.

"Hero!? That's what you think I'm doing?" he roared "I'm not playing hero Talon, that's what you're doing. I'm playing as the chap who isn't going to let his friend do something stupid on his own!" Pointing at Talon, he then loudly added "I'm going with you. No debate."

"Better include me." Sadie growled, glaring at Talon "I think you're an idiot, but I'm with you guys still."

"I don't know what'll happen." Talon tried to argue, only to be interrupted again.

"And you think we do?" Jon yelled "We're going Talon."

Wanting to argue the subject, Talon could only let out a loud groan and shake his head. "Fine." He growled "But only on one condition. You do what I say. Understand? You will do anything that I tell you to do."

"Fine." Sadie replied, folding her arms and glaring at Talon "I'll agree to that."

"Same here." Jon seconded.

"Now that that's taken care of. You better get going." Lance urged "My squad will be wondering what happened to me if I'm any longer."

Nodding, Talon then said "We'll see you in a few hours then." Reaching forward, he then grabbed Lance's arm and warned "If you try to betray us. I'll know."

"And ruin my chance to get out of this situation I put myself in?" Lance replied with a small smile, trying to mask the pain from Talon's hand crushing his arm. Pulling it away from Talon he then said "And risk gettin' crushed by your hand? No thanks." Then in a serious tone, said "Don't worry. I'll make sure you have the opportune time to 'kill' me and still be able to chase King and his goons."

Talon just nodded, turning to climb on Titan. Making sure he was secure, he turned to see Sadie and Jon waiting for him. "Let's go then." He whispered, launching Titan into the air and heading towards Dragon Island.
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_**Chapter Ten**_

The heavy fog cloaked the three as they laid on the cold, wet mountain side. Having flown to the north side of the island, they were able to use the fog to conceal themselves. However, even though the fog was great cover for them, it made it incredibly difficult to see what was going on. Talon was able to make out a few objects on the beach, such as small tents and crates; as well as see multiple dragons resting or patrolling with their riders. It was the details he couldn't see, and that's what he needed.

"I can't believe we're doing this." Sadie whispered, peering into the fog "We're actually trying to fight The Deprived."

"I told you guys not to come." Talon whispered back, glaring at her.

"I wasn't complaining that we're doing it!" Sadie shot back "I was just saying I can't believe it."

"Shut up guys!" Jon quietly interrupted. He was obviously stressed with the situation "I don't want to give ourselves away!"

Talon just looked at Jon, knowing that he was way out of his comfort zone. Looking back at the shrouded campsite, he then thought "We're all out of our comfort zone I guess…"

Since they were waiting, Talon sent a voicemail to his dad, telling him that The Deprived were there. He neglected to mention what he was doing, and just told his dad that he was hiding. Which was true. More or less.

Looking behind him, he saw their dragons lay down low behind a boulder. He ordered Titan to cover Salient and Neo with his wings to conceal their bright colors.

"Talon…" Sadie whispered, climbing up to where he lay.

"Sadie." Talon answered simply, turning to watching the camp come in and out of view in the fog. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw her reach up and rest her hand on his metal arm. Turning to face her, he saw her face completely stricken with worry. "What's wrong?"

"Do…do you think everyone at the academy is ok?" she asked, her eyes pleading "We left them. We left everyone while The Deprived were there."

Honestly, if he was talking to anyone else other than Sadie, he would have just told them his honest opinion. But that the thing, she wasn't anyone else; she was someone he valued as a friend. He forced a smile and whispered "I'm sure they're fine. We know they're after me. Well, Titan actually. I think they were planning on being in and out. Not waste time."

Sadie just nodded, staring blankly at the fog shrouded beach.

Talon let out a small sigh. Sliding slightly lower to where she lay, he then rested his metal hand on hers. For Sadie, it was a good thing he didn't have any feeling in his arm, or else he'd have felt her tense up at the touch. Though she knew it was Talon's arm, the cold metal touch still made her cringe.

"Listen, Sadie." Talon whispered, trying to sound compassionate. It was new to him, as he never was before. "I don't know what happened. If anything did happen." Seeing her look at him in the eyes, he then reassured "But I won't let anything happen to you guys. You understand? Even if I'm outnumbered, I'll make sure you two have a shot to run away. I promise I'll take care of you."

Sadie could only nod at the comment, knowing Talon would do anything for her and Jon. "Thank you Talon, means a lot to me." She whispered, forcing a small smile.

"Pssst!" Jon hissed, motioning for Talon and Sadie to look over at the beach "Something's happening."

Crawling back to where he originally lay, Talon peered at the beach. Sure enough, something was happening. Dragons and their riders were all moving around on the beach, as if something stirred them up.

"What's going on?" Sadie asked, staring at the concealed activity.

"I don't know…maybe they're activating their little magic show?" Jon suggested, looking over at Talon.

Talon didn't say anything. Without having a clear picture, it was impossible to guess what they were doing.

"Do you guys feel that?" Sadie asked, looking at Talon and Jon with concern.

Confused at what she was talking about, Talon was about to ask what he was supposed to feel, when he felt the ground shake violently under them. "Move!" He ordered, standing up to run.

All three of them turned and bolted after their dragons. Titan ran to Talon, as did Neo and Salient. Talon quickly jumped on Titan. About to launch into the air, he suddenly felt a heavy weight fall on top of him. "What the!?" He shouted, trying to pull off the sudden weight. It didn't take him long to figure out that it was a net that had landed on him and Titan. "Get out of here!" he shouted, hoping Sadie and Jon didn't have the same thing happen to them.

"Talon!" Sadie shouted, seeing what happened to him. About to run to help him and Titan, she was immediately stopped as a Monstrous Nightmare landed in front of her. Its rider then jumped off and tackled her. Jon suffered the same fate, being hit from behind and slammed on the ground. Before Salient and Neo could help their riders, a dozen other dragons landed around them, stopping them from trying anything.

"No!" Talon shouted, trying to focus on removing the net off him and Titan. The ground shaking was becoming so violent, that some of the riders that were on the ground were having trouble standing. Then, right where they were laying, a Whispering Death launched from the ground into the air.

Talon stared in awe and anger as he watched the rider of the Whispering Death guide his dragon lower. Jumping off, the black cape he wore blew lazily in the wind. "Well, I guess Lance did redeem himself. Here's the Night Fury and the other kids…" The man announced, walking towards Talon and Titan.

Titan roared, thrashing crazily in the net as he watched the man approach them. Talon could feel the anger in Titan, as well as what was building up inside of him.

"Amazing prosthetic…" the man continued to say, standing feet away from Titan and staring at his wing "I guess the D.R.A. can do some things right."

"You get away from him! Before I let him kill you!" Talon shouted, unable to quell the hatred that was coursing through his veins. He failed. He failed himself, Titan, Sadie, Jon, and their dragons. That entire thought alone made him rage.

"Heh, kid doesn't know he lost…" the man spoke softly. Turning to a rider, he then said "Tell the Skull King that we're ready to go. And tell him that Lance should be pardoned. Him and Raize."

The names made Talon feel like someone punched him in the gut. He knew he should've killed them. Or to even think about trusting them.

Seeing the rider fly down towards the beach, the man then knelt down in front of Titan. "How did you even calm this dragon down?"

"Right, I'll get right on telling you!" Talon shouted, gripping the net with his metal hand. Trying to pull it apart, he ignored the stare from the man.

"That arm…what happened to you?" he asked, looking at the metal contraption.

"Let me out and I'll show you what happened." Talon spat, seeing the net would be impossible to pull apart with his two hands.

"Crayton, what do we have here?" A voice called out.

Almost immediately, every rider dropped to one knee as ground shook violently. Talon looked up to see a skeleton of a dragon land behind the Whispering Death. It looked mean, like a killer; and it was glaring right at him and Titan. The man riding it jumped off the back of it, landing next to Crayton. The armor the man wore made him look like a skeleton. But perhaps the eeriest sight was the black eyes that stared back at Talon.

"I found the Night Fury." Crayton replied, dropping to one knee and then back up "Unfortunately, already trained. But I think we can still make it work with our plans."

"This isn't Hatred." King announced, walking around it "He has two wings."

Talon's head perked a little. Were these two the reason Titan lost his wing? Did they name him Hatred before? Wanting to get out to fight, to do anything; Talon discreetly wrapped a piece of the net around one of the handles of his saddle. With something anchored down more, his hydraulic arm should be able break the link in the net; creating a hole big enough for him to get out at least.

"Look at the wing. It's the best damn prosthetic I've ever seen!" Crayton replied, following King.

Talon then began to pull on the rope that was wrapped around the handle. He could feel it start to give.

"Amazing…" King whispered, kneeling down and feeling the mesh that made up the wing.

Snap! The net gave away. In the hole large enough, Talon slid out of the net. Rolling onto his feet, Talon lunged over Titan and tackled Crayton, who looked as if he was staring at ghost; not believing the kid got out.

Slamming him down, Talon quickly brought his metal fist across Crayton's face. The metal edges that made his hand made a deep gash across the cheek. Talon was about to follow up with another one, only to be grabbed by the hood of his jacket and thrown off.

"Grrr!" Talon growled, rolling to a stop. Looking up, he saw King grab Crayton's hand and pull him onto his feet.

"Better get that checked out…" King said softly, wiping some of the blood off of Crayton's cheek.

"After I'm through with the kid…" Crayton growled, drawing a sword from the sheath concealed by the cape.

"Not yet Crayton…" King whispered, looking at Talon who was now surrounded by other riders who had drawn their weapons "Like you said earlier, we can still make the Night Fury work with our plans; but we're going to need this kid. Besides, I think we could use someone like him in our ranks."

"Talon!" Sadie shouted, seeing one of the riders hold a sword dangerously close to his neck.

Talon glared at Sadie, wishing she hadn't yelled his name out. However, seeing her and Jon now standing next to each other; he realized how impulsive he was. Their hands were zip tied in front of them and held at sword point; similar to how he was held.

"Talon…that's your name? Interesting…" King whispered, walking over to him. Seeing his defeated expression, he turned to see the other two kids staring at him with fear on their faces. Nodding in understanding, he then quietly said "You've got something Talon. Something that is rare in this world."

His anger returning, Talon faced King and jested "My arm?"

"Funny." King replied, patient with the angry kid "You actually have two things that are rare to find. None of which are your arm."

Talon just scowled at King, his eyes narrowing.

"First, you trained a Night Fury. A Night Fury that claimed a few of my best trainers lives." King gently said, pushing the swords away from Talon to essentially free him. "And nearly my best friend." He added, gesturing to Crayton.

"You…you were the one that took his wing!?" Talon gasped, glaring at King.

"Actually, that was me." Crayton spoke up, keeping a rag over his cut cheek. His eyes narrowing at Talon, he then said "Then he was able to escape…I've been trying to find him for months!"

"Yes, fortunate that we did find him." King followed up with "And then we learned that you trained him. I don't know how, but what's done is done."

"Oh good, now you're going to kill me. Just like-" Talon stopped, realizing his anger was controlling him. Swallowing his words, he just stared at King who stared at him curiously.

"Like what?" King asked gently.

"Doesn't matter." Talon growled, trying to shake the black eyes. They seemed to dig into him, as if interrogating him. Acting smug, he then growled "What else is my rare possession?"

"Courage." King said quietly. Leaning forward, he then whispered "That's something that's a rare quality; even among my own men." Standing up straight, he then said "I have a proposal, one that I think is…favorable for both of us."

"Pass." Talon growled, staring up at King "I'd rather die than deal with you…"

"You should hear what I have to offer before you say no." King growled, his cold eyes digging into Talon's. Seeing that Talon wasn't fighting back, he then gestured to where Sadie and Jon were standing and said "I'll let these two live, and their dragons, if you ride your Night Fury alongside me. Well, at least when we go through my little machine that Lance already informed you about. Then you'll have to prove you're loyal to me."

Talon just stared up at King. That was the last thing he wanted to do. The last thing he would ever even think of! Looking at Sadie and Jon, both having a sword leveled at their throats. He could see the fear in their eyes. They weren't warriors, even people who wanted to fight. Looking at Sadie, he remembered the promise he made her.

Letting his heart sink out of despair, he looked down from her gaze and back at King. The skull mask concealed his face, but Talon could sense his expression. He was smiling, knowing he trumped Talon.

"With their dragons?" he whispered hoarsely.

"Talon! No!" Sadie shouted, knowing full well how Talon felt about The Deprived. The riders around her moved their swords closer to her neck, silencing any more attempts.

"As promised." King answered softly. Reaching up, he gripped Talon's metal arm "I can use someone like you. Especially with your dragon."

"Let them go, and…I'll…" Talon choked out, realizing what he was committing too.

"Wait until we get to where we're going. Then swear allegiance to me." King whispered, letting go of Talon. Turning to the guards, he then said "Take them to camp. The two can watch our glory and then they can return to their meaningless lives."

Talon felt himself pushed down the mountain side, towards the camp. Titan was being dragged along the ground by two other Nightmares. Jon and Sadie were forced to march forward, with their dragons corralled behind them.

Talon stared at the ground as he marched alongside his escorts. Everything in his life was backwards now. Not only was he with the very people he swore to destroy, he was going to be siding with them.

It didn't take long for the group to arrive at the beachhead. Now closer, Talon could see a pedestal mounted on large generator. On top of the pedestal were multiple circles that created a type of gyro-scope. The beach was a sight as well. The ship they took was ran aground. Seeing that, Talon knew they were committed to staying wherever they were going.

At the beach there were probably another forty or so riders and their dragons, all ready to move out somewhere.

"How soon?" King asked aloud, walking up to the device.

"Power up in less than 5 ticks!" Someone shouted.

Grunting, King turned to three soldiers standing guard at the device "You understand your orders?"

"Yes sir." All three replied. As far as Talon could tell, they were the only guards that were armed with rifles.

Turning to Talon, King then said "You know, there's a reason why I spared you. I need you and your dragon."

Talon only weakly nodded, still defeated with what was going to happen.

Before King could finish his thought, he was interrupted by a voice that made Talon's blood boil. "My king; thank you for the pardon."

Turning, King faced off with Lance and his dragon Raize. "I was doubtful at first Lance, if I'm honest." Turning to where Titan lie, he then added "But, we have Hatred back; with a rider to boot. You far exceeded what you promised."

"Thank you my king." Lance replied, bowing to King. Glancing over at Talon, who had his fists curling up and a dark expression covering his face. Trying to ignore Talon, Lance then asked "Am I still allowed to come?"

"Of course, you've proven your loyalty; even amid your temporary failure." King announced. Motioning him to leave, he then said "Now if you can leave me, I need to have a word with…potentially our newest member."

Lance bowed one more time, backing off. Having Raize follow him, he briskly walked away from Talon, trying to escape his angry stare.

"Now, where was I?" King asked, turning to Talon. "Ah, yes. I need you Talon. For a very specific task."

"Kill an innocent family?" Talon hissed, trying to throw any insult he could at King.

"Innocence is an illusion." King taught, his eyes staring into Talon's "But no, it's nothing like that."

"Then what?" Talon growled, hating that King was basically toying with him.

"You know what we're going to do, right?" King asked, his eyes not backing down from Talon's.

"Only that you're activating a machine, which I'm assuming is that." Talon answered, motioning to the gyro-scope behind King "You want to what? Change history? Make sure you get the winning lotto ticket?"

"Again, funny." King replied, his voice not amused. Shaking his head, he lowered his face to where he was inches from Talon's "I'm going to the past to change the world. Not just history. We're going to establish a true kingdom, a true world power; one that won't be overthrown or divided by petty disagreements. Your country was so completely ignorant to real threats, which made it easy to undermine. No, we're building a real nation, one that will be built perfectly in harmony. But in order for me to do that, I need you to fight someone for me."

"Oh good. Is it you?" Talon smirked, forcing a wry smile on his face, despite the situation.

King just shook his head, saying "Remember Talon, even though I promised to keep your friends alive, I didn't make the same promise with you and your Night Fury. I don't need you that bad."

Talon frowned, knowing better than anyone that the Skull King keeps his word when it comes to that sort of thing.

Seeing that Talon was silent, King then whispered "I need you to fight the only other person who ever trained a Night Fury. Hiccup Haddock and his dragon Toothless."

Talon just stared at King, unsure of what to say. King was going to be sending him out to fight the legend of dragon training himself! Putting the pieces of what King was saying together, Talon whispered "That's why you're going to the past. You're replacing what we know with your own-"

"The Deprived, the real Deprived, are going to do what we've been trying to do since we joined that sad excuse of a military power." King answered, backing off from Talon "We're going to change how dragons are trained, and more importantly, regulate who can train them."

"Stand by for activation!" A voice shouted, catching everyone's attention. King stepped back, forcing Talon to do the same. The gyroscope began to spin rapidly, to where it was just a blur.

Feeling dead inside, he looked to his left and saw Jon and Sadie on their knees, staring at him with sorrowful eyes. They didn't know what he was being ordered to do, but it didn't matter; they knew how he was feeling about the whole situation.

A crack sounded in the air, almost thunder-like. Where the gyroscope was, a large white sphere appeared, growing larger every second. Jon and Sadie stared with wide eyes, not believing what they were seeing.

Right when Talon was sure it would keep growing, the sphere finally stopped; being only feet where he and King stood. King then turned to Crayton who was already mounted on his dragon. "Take the lead with your squad. I'll be right behind you with the rest of the dragons and men."

Crayton saluted, and then shouted "On me boys!" At that, his Whispering Death launched into the air and straight into the sphere. Ten other riders followed suit, flying into the sphere.

Talon gaped as he watched them disappear, not coming out of the other side. It was real! Whatever King built, it was working!

"Keep the other kids bound." King ordered the three soldiers with guns, turning to face them "Let them live, as our agreement with Talon. But don't let them follow. Understand?"

"Yes sir!" The three shouted, clicking their heels and saluting.

Nodding, King turned to Talon and whispered "After you Talon."

Talon turned and face Sadie and Jon one more time, wishing the whole situation was different. As the three made eye contact, Talon forced himself to take a step forward. Titan was still raging in his net as it began to get dragged into the sphere. Making sure he was next to his dragon, Talon whispered "It's alright buddy, we'll get even somehow."

Jon and Sadie stared in horror as they watched Talon disappear, followed by King, his Boneknapper, and then the rest of The Deprived dragon riders; who were carrying small crates and miscellaneous pieces of equipment. Sadie began to sob, realizing it was the last time she would ever see Talon.

The last dragon rider was Lance, with Raize right behind him. Walking straight, his backpack suddenly snapped and fell onto the ground, spilling all his contents.

"Ugh! Come on!" Lance groaned, kneeling down to pick it up.

"Better hurry." One of the soldiers announced, seeing Lance pick up his stuff "We're under orders to shut it down in three minutes. It's on a timer."

"Then help me!" Lance shouted, glaring at the soldier.

Sighing, the soldier walked over to help Lance.

Jon and Sadie just stared angrily at Lance, knowing full well he was the reason why all this happened. Watching him, they were quickly surprised to see him draw his sword and slash the soldier across the chest in one smooth motion; launching the soldier away from him.

Watching their comrade fall, the other two guards aimed their rifles at Lance. About to squeeze the triggers on their guns, Raize then sent a hail of spikes from his tail, impaling and dropping the other two soldiers.

Jon and Sadie stared at Lance and Raize, unsure of what just happened. Before they could even think about to do, let alone say anything, Lance bolted towards them.

Jon shut his eyes as Lance moved his sword closer to him. Expecting to be run through, he was surprised to feel his hands pulled up and then loosened. Opening his eyes, he stared to see the zip tie lying on the ground. Looking up at Lance, he watched him slice Sadie's zip tie as well.

Rubbing her hands, Sadie glared at Lance, shouting "Why? Why are you doing this?"

"Because I never sided with King!" Lance shouted, glancing back at the sphere "Listen, we don't have much time. You gotta go and get Talon. Or stop the Skull King!" Lance urged "I'll stay here to try and keep the sphere open as long as I can!"

Sadie just stared at Lance, unsure of what to do. What he did was defiantly and act of defiance to the Skull King, but he was the reason why Talon was forced to go along with him. Jon was the first to say anything. "How do we know you won't just close the sphere when we go through?"

"You don't!" Lance roared, glancing back at the sphere with fear in his eyes "Listen, this thing takes an incredible amount of power. Like a lot! The generators used to power them are going to be running out of fuel soon! I'm going to keep them fueled up to keep it open as long as possible. I'm going to also mess with the timer. You two gotta go and get your friend! If you want to see him again!"

Sadie knew that Lance was speaking the truth, she just didn't want to trust him again. Before she or Jon could even accept or reject the plan, a sudden bang sounded off. It sounded like a whip cracking through the air.

The two stared at Lance with horror, as he looked at them with a confused expression. Standing for a second, he then collapsed onto the rocky beach. Behind him, was the soldier that he slashed with his sword. While still laying on the ground, he was holding a pistol up and aimed at the two. The soldier then coughed "Over me dead body!"

Jon pushed Sadie out of the way, trying to save her. Before he could even look up to see the soldier shoot at him, he heard three vicious roars. It was Raize, Salient, and Neo; all charging at fallen soldier. Jon shut his eyes as the three dragons tore into screaming soldier. He felt himself shake as he heard the last cries fall silent.

Looking up he could see Raize standing over Lance, nudging him with his nose. Neo and Salient rushed their riders as well, making sure they were alright.

"Hey girl! Thanks!" Sadie breathed out, looking up at the worried looking Scuttleclaw. Being picked up by Salient, she then turned to see Lance still laying on the ground. "Oh no…" she whispered, jogging over to him and kneeling over. A single hole between his shoulder and center of his back; right in between where his armor was connected and was bleeding profusely. Seeing him breathe though made her relax.

"Get going…" Lance coughed weakly, not even trying to look up at them. "I don't know how long that thing will stay open."

"Lance…" Jon whispered, also kneeling next to him.

"Go!" Lance tried to cry out, wincing in pain.

"Thank you Lance." Sadie whispered, reluctantly standing up.

"Just tell Talon that I'm sorry." Lance whispered, finally looking at the two "I hope this atones for what I did."

Sadie and Jon didn't want to leave him. Though they didn't have all the answers, they knew he was on their side.

"For the love of everything you hold dear, go!" Lance coughed, shutting his eyes "You're running out of time!"

Jon gently pulled Sadie away from where Lance lay, with Raize trying to comfort him. "Come one Sadie. Talon needs our help…"

Sadie just nodded, finally looking away from their fallen hero. Climbing on Salient, she then whispered loudly "Let's get going then. We have two friends that need saving."

Jon nodded, also climbing on Neo. Making sure he was on securely, he then said "I'm ready when you are."

Sadie then launched Salient into the air, even though she felt like she left a piece of her humanity as they left Lance laying there. Looking at the sphere, she then shouted "Stay close Jon! We have one shot at getting Talon and Titan!"

"You get Talon, I'll get Titan." Jon shouted, staying right behind Sadie.

Nodding, Sadie let out a deep breath, said a prayer; even though she wasn't religious, and dove straight into the sphere.

Raize watched them disappear into the sphere, and then watched it shrink and shrivel up. As the white light disappeared, Raize and Lance stared at the gyroscope as it finally slowed down to a stop.


End file.
